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CHAPTER I 

To the last day of his life the scent of heliotrope recalled 
to Jhristophef Cazalet’s irwd a vivid picture'of the dusty 
white road, the roa^h wall to his ught as he climbed, 
'the brilliance o^ the southern skies, glare of the sun 
Miat^fternoon. 

Long before he caught sight* of jthe flower’s toyal colour 
aghast tlfe sky, the hot wavcTof drowsy odiur came ov^r 
the^.wall to him and seenVi^ic-to mingle inextricably ,wrth 
the tangle 6f[thoughts in his excited brain. 

A girl running down-the hill I with a great basket of 
sun-diiea linen balanced on her Jiead, smiled as she passed 
the littffe old man, but he paid no heed, for he did not 
see he* 

Joy at his daring in coming, pride in his success in 
finding the place, fear of being badly received, a child¬ 
like, godlike love of the beauty of the day and the vidw 
^hind, to which he turned every Tew minutes, and a 
sensuous ddight dn the hot sweetness that seemed to be 
in som« unexphaijed way, the essence of the» whole stc-y 
—the»* things, woven and interwoven in his nind, we-e 
^ever ta be forgottw, Ahd'then, at a turn in the road, 
clustering about the tops of the great carved posts at 
4he sides ef a gilt-iron gateway, great tufts of dark purple 
heliotrtipe Tiung in .the sunlight. In his ecstasy, 6iza*et 
took off h^ hat'and stood looking up, a grotesque enough 
little figure in his old-fashioned black coit, his large feet 
Widfiy turned out.iis balcf head gleaming.' " Heliotrope I ” 
he exclaimed.. " what would his lordship say ?" A 
q^i^ent later he was plodding on again through the dust, 

A 
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tor the V 0 im cut iy the black marble squa* at the lid^ 
of the ijate wjahot the ’{fee for which he was looking. 

Tired as he w^he^was not altogether sorry that the 
way was ledger, ir’<icu]?rly as the stretch of wall which 
now ensueo was adorned along its top with a tangle of 
little fck roses ^d masses of tjie flower he Iqved the 
best in me worlc^ and now for the first time saw in the 
perfection of Rs southern luxuriousness. It was abso¬ 
lutely certd^ that tlfe p)erson whom he had come ail this 
way Jo see Vould care very little about se^n*^ him, and 
it wus as certain that his lordship would-be very angry if 
he ever knew. But in the meantime his lordship was many 
miles away .tind Caralet’s trum;;»ettlike nose Was enjoyirig a 
feast such as it had never ha<^ before.* 

“ Villa Arcadie.”‘, That v/»s it, and Cajalet, as he read 
the half-effa(ed letters to/he right of the rusty“gaW, 
put on his'hat and bnjshad his boots carefully with his 
handkerchief.* The gate wag ajar, and a few seconds later 
tfte^old man was walking <o,^y up the neglected drive, 
shaking his head slightly at the evidences of an at least 
coraparative poverty. *Yhe shaggy grass under the tije., 
was sparse and uifcut,* wneds gjjew in the road. “ Poor 
young lady.” 

Then, as another waft of *heliotrop>e reached him, he 
added briskly, “ but it is—Arcadia 1 ” 

The driye was not long bat it was cunningly pl&nned 
irt a series of curves^ so that Cazalet came to the house 
with a suddennejs that starred him; a square, pink 
villa, looking with its green shutters alh closed as though 
tir^igjn tie heat. 

« A few trange-trees drooped iil slidooy tubs at tha edge 
of the terrace, and to the righf, agaiifet'the splendid bluq_ 
of the sea, a^great magnqj^i^ blazed back at the sun, its 
glossy leaves and vivid cream-coloured flower- gleaming 
iq the glare. Cazalet felt suddenly vesy warm, and wished 
he had not dusted his boots Wftk«his Jaaiftiker^ef. 

And so this it! This sinSple, shabby house was 
Pa^ne Yeelands “Arcadia!” The iitlle man sighed, 
and for some r^jisot Hears .came t£) his eytps as he went 
•lowly to the door and rang. ^ 
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Me beard *tbe beU somewhere iu uisuncv, dui no 
one answered it, and after a pau^, he ra^ «gain. • Then, 
wiping his eyes gingerly on a corner of ^ of his glove^ 
he prepared ta meet ^e butle% for 4U^to]^fier Cazalet 
was us^ to butlers. 

The ^oor opened sv^^denly, before a;iy slow fibtsteps 
had given him warning, and letting a g^h of cool air out 
into the heat, but there was no butler. 

A Shil(^ st^ in the dusk of thi brick-o^ed hall, a 
little girr^f«about nine, who held in hermrms a<BfttaIl 
monlfty to who^ misty dark eyes her own, as she lobked 
coolly at the stranger, bdte a grotesque resemblance. 
'iThis is villa Arcadia 
" Yes." 

" Mr. Sachevvel s piace r 
" Yes." 

" I—I wish to see Mrs.—th:^ if—Mrs. SachSverel." 

The child shifted the monke^ to her other arm. " Theft 
isn’> any Mrs. Sacheveref,'**»she returned politely. **1 
suppose yoif mean my mother, Pai^ne Y^oland ? " 

' Cazalet caught his braath; he^ had never been itold 
of this. "Your mother^ .Yes—j%3—I mean—Miu 
Pauline*’ ^ 

His evident confusion surprised the child, and after 
a gravely interrogative look, she drew back into the hall.'^ 

" Won’t you come in and»wait ?" she said with a curi- 
pusly grown-up air; " th^, are not home now, but thiy 
will probably be b^k before long." 

Cazalet follow^ her fjpt two doors, and then into 
a room nearly Opposite the house-door, when, 
time Hfrel^t, the kitchen ought to be. Thea-oom wae' 
£lled with a coof ^^n dusk, hut his small hostest eyi- 
denUy did not consider it ne^^psary to opeif the shutters. 
Sitting do^ on a little gilt sofa she motioned him to 
a %hatf|»ana settled the tednkey on ^er lap. . 

" It is wy wimato-^l" she began conversatioofily. 

, "Very." 

should nat have come so early; one is apt to 
get a bi^ migsaine in fbe sun/ I sfiail never go oat in it 
1 am gro^-^.' 



■■ You «?onow ? 

" Oh, yes, s^Jiiletimes ; ^ou see, I am only ten.” 

Cazalet did n!f{ Si^le^ fpr she was very serious. 

“But I /hink yovf sai^l that—your mother is out?” 
he resipied after a pause. 

" They vjent down through the trees to the sea, 
and it is cool therg. May I offer you some refreshment ? ” 

" I shoujd likt a glass of water—I am thirsty." 

" I knovi^i' answered the child sympathetically, going 
to th#* bell the dust makes a man’s throat jlke a lime¬ 
kiln? It is unsafe to drink pure water when one is over¬ 
heated, bu* I will give you some strop d I'orange, it is 
refreshing." ‘ ^ 

During the mini^es that ensued before the answering 
of the bell, she sat* playing ^ily with tjie monkey, and 
malyng an occasional remar^, obviously out of pwlitenesr,. 

When at‘last the sileijceftad been broken by slow foot- 
Aeps outside,* and the door’ppened, a middle-aged wcipan 

with a hard, sharp face cai_-in, starting when she^saw 

the visitor. 

"«I—didn’t know anyfone had come,” she began apolo- 
ptically, when CaSalet, rising, tymed to her. 

“ How do you do, Jane ? ’^e said nervously. 

“ Mr. Cazalet 1 You here,‘sir 1 ” 

" Yes, it is really me, Jane. I—it is my vacation, anJ 
I—though^ I would come and see how—you were g-tting 
oh.” 

The woman cla^9'*her hands and gazed at him, utterly 
ior^tting, as he had done, the presence of tke child. 

can’t lightly believe it is Vou,” shf^bid. " ’Is lord- 
ihip—’is tordship is not-” ‘ . 

^C.nralet shook his head and ^^aved ill# hancf in,horrifie^^ 
negation. “ JJo, no, his l^j^hip is very well—unusually 
well, this summer.” 

" Then—jierhaps 'e sent you,»%. Cazalet ? 

“<Jh no. Oh no, indeed, hi# lordshjp did noi send me. 
As a matter of iact lane, he do^ not know that I have 
come.” 

‘ Oil, Mr. Cazylettl* What will 'g say when he*’ear8 ? ” 
asked the woman, evidently half-frightened* by th ** thought. 
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^axalet give a lUtle nervous laugji. “B«t«he won’t 
hear, Jane. God forbid that h? should. And as t) that, 
his lordship thinks me at the Q^%sah{;,^oment eating 
periwinkles at Jdargate.” * 

’■'* What arc periwinkles?” the child's voice startled 
them tjoth. Unobserved she had coipe quite dose to 
them, and the monkey’s little face pr^ed to hers, their 
four dark eyes stared in solemn curiosity ai th^ld man. 

“ I^riwinkles, they are—well, shefl-fish, ymf^ow.” 

" And tghg didn’t you tell his lordship mat you.♦ere 
coming ? ” 

“ Dear me 1 ” ejaculated Cazalet helplessly.* 

“Never miild now, S4iss*Pam, there's a goro little girl." 

Hold your tonghe. Pilgrim,’’*the%hild answered, not" 
moving her ey<;s from Caaalet’s faoe. “ Go and bring* 
*)me' water and strop d'oraupc lor Mr. Cazalet. TJiat’s 
why I rang.” 

‘iVour‘mamma will be v^ry mucn oispieasea ii ydli 
boyter Mr. Cazalet." 

My mafhina is never displeased, i^d some of the 
littie cakes—the ones I •hate,” ivent on. the child with 
a sort of patient inexoralyjitg. Why didn’t you tell 
his lordihip that you were coming ? ” ' 

“ Why am 1 to have the cakes you hate ?" asked 
Xazalet, in return. 

“ Because they are good.* Make haste, Pilgrim, and— 
you may send Antonio w^t^i the refy^hments." 

The woman sighed. ” You see how it is, Mr. Cazalet; 
there’s no floin^ anythir^ with her. Well, sir, I shall 
hope to lee you again before you go ; I shouM like 
after cmt or two people at*’omc, if I make so boW.’' 

" Maks haste, PiJ|rim, vrill you ? ” 

When the servant had left^Jie room, the jhild went c.., 
her eyes Kill fixed on Cazalet’s face. " Now tell me, 
ptease,*why you didn’t hell my graijdfather.” 

’ Becausg he^well, ^f5)n my word, I hardlg know 


what to say to her I ’’ 
“he^i^f^to the windo' 
one half of the.Bhutter% 
of the southern 



cyriou* instinct of man 
T *and pushing open 


hot £ 


iun 





,PAM 

I 


ff'There wa» a shoft pause, and thpn the ©nice behind, 
him rAumed.wlth a majesty which, absurd as it was, 
jeminded him feesisti^Iy of his lordship. You really 
might as w^ll teu mi; ihey always do ip the end, you 
know, so there’s no use in making a fuss,” The last phrase 
was so'familiar bpth in substance and in inflecti^ that 
Caialet wheeled ajx)\it, half-startled and half amused. 

” Bless my scul, Miss -, I don't even know .your 

' name, but'ygu are ^ like his lordship—your way of 
speiling, I mean—that—it is remarkable ! . 

“Yes, I am considered very like hin^; we have the 
same trick‘of tramping up anti down with our hands 
behind our bicks, when we are* nervous or ‘croubled.” 


' ' I see. I wondef howsoon ^hey—that is, your mother, 

will be coming; I ^ rather^tn a hurry. 

Sl\p sat dc»vn as he spoke, and for the first time sh'- 
laughed, a Sudden, delig|itfilly merry laugh that brought 
dimples to the corners of Hgr mouth, and daneed im her 

oh, you wiqkcd old man. You are not a b»i m a 
hun^. You are only akaid of «me ; you don’t want ito 
me. Very weM, I supjx) 5 e J can tell you instead. 
You didn’t tell my grandfather that you were coming 
here, because you were afraicf!" 

'■ Afraid 1 That is too much,” said Cazalet. “ What 

I do with wy holiday is surely-” 

None of my grandfather’s business. Just so; and 
yet, that is why ypu didn’t telf him. He must be a very 
funny old man.” 

Sfooi in the parallelogram of yivid sunlight he 
lied let her little slim figiu-e'in its faded cotton frock, 
very frect, the monkey on her shoulder. *- He noticed with 
surpnse that hfr hair, less d^rif than he had at first thought, 
W£u ganged in a great flat knot on top of her hiad. 

..' I ""y • don’t think anyaone ever called 

his Mrdship funny-’’ 

” I mean^ becau^ he hata moflfer.’ 

Hates -.-poor Cazalet’s head almost" swam, but at 

K "relief, % young ^footman in a 

shabby livery came in with a tray which he set 



PAM 


•7 

on the tabie^ and of whlcb the little girl at opce began to 
*do*the honours. 

“ Oh, yes, he hates her, of course he/]M.' If he didn’t, 
he vTOuld not have been so najty*o tfw that time, ft 
re^y wasn’t her fault, you see,” she went *00, bearing 
a glass full of thickish yellow liquid to him, her left hand 
balancihg the monkeys ‘‘ that father wSs married.” 

If the sweet drink which he hastily swallowed had been 
flavoured with petroleum, poor Caralet woijd not have 
known i*. 

Hg had ilnagined all sorts of receptions lor nujjseit, 
but this outdid the m<^t startling hds miq/i had been 
able to conceive. 

“ You are—a strange child,” h^ stammerea, settine 
down his glass. ” I never^w a littlogirl at all like you.^ 

“•Yes, I da/esay. What I meanf was,” she went on, 
-troking her monkey and sjjeaking with thoughtful‘slow- 
nesj, “ that my grandfather ’waS very unjftst to mother, 
of j^ourse she and father vi^c sorry about Mrs. Kennedy, 
biH they couldn’t very well kill her, could they ? ” 

“ Oh, dear me,” muynured ^^alet under liis bypath, 
picking «p his hat. 

“ Mss. Kennedy was'lafaef's wile,” pursued the child 
gravely, evidently mistaking his exclamation for a question, 

" His name used to be Kennedy, you know.” 

“*4nd your name—what^do they call you ? ” 

“ Pamela, just Pamela. It apjx-'ars that children whusc 
'parents are not marncd'lfave only^ne name.” 

Before he was obliged to reply she *liad risen suddenly 
and gone to yie neareSt window. “ Oh ! ” she •tcciud. 
her f^fe suddenly glowing, “ here they are ! ’’ 
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Behind thtt vilfa a gentle, olive-covered slope led to the 
sea,,and throt^h the trees, as though they had ^ust risen 
from,the blue Wer.came Pauline Yeoland an<f " the man,” 
as Christopl^r Cazalet had most often h^d him called. 

Over the so/tly stirring lights tand shadow: cast by the 
trees on the coarse gjass, one ol his* arjns lying across her 
khoulders, moving slowly, ds if fiom pleasant fatigue, their 
movements harmonisfhg like xhe voices ill an often-sung, 
duet,<hey emerged from the trees, passed up a little flight 
of stone stepsj and camf towards the house, not talk’Dg, 
ye\ evidently in closest compajjionship of mind and feeling. 

Shcv^wore white, and carried a lacy parasol against which 
her bright hair stefod out*in high r^ef; her skirt was long, 
and she held it dp a, little as she walked. 

|The man wore white flani5fels,‘'an‘d a bit of red shene out 
from kneath his dark face. 

Cazalet, as he stood watching their approach, felt his 
heart throb hard. What wou[d they say to him ^ , He 
wa^ an unih’vited guest, and they might even consider 
him an intruder. 

Pam, standing in'front of him, did not rpeak.; she was 
st^d^g his apression in the rfcflection \p the window, 
^UT ft evidently satisfied her. * 

At last, as her parents crossed the I’aal plot ui grass 
kfore file house, the child called, without moving," llother, 
some one has (?bmc! ” 

” Some one has come ? Who„d|ar ? ” 

I. woman stdod stilli ^d closed her parasol. 

Macme de Vaucourt ? ” Then,<!seeing the old man, 
^ Pam came^ out* ^ough the i^ndow. she shook 
head snuling. “ 1 can'/, sec. it is so bright out ‘^hei» • 
Whoisft, Pam?-* 
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“llr. Caxatet!’’ , 

Cazalet followed the child as Ihe uttered 41s nanlh, but 
Pauline did not recognise him. “ Cazalet^’ she repeated, 
vaguely, and thfn before he coulA sp^, she lud remem¬ 
bered, and dropping her parasol came towar<M him, her 
hand held out cordially. , 

" Caz^ I You ! Hotv glad I am ! Guy, this Is Mr. 
Cazalet, whom I have known all my life.'^ 

The»big man with the handsome bffuc chin sSook hands 
heartily wdi ^ guest, and then turned to »e little ^1, 
who stood looKing on with something like the satisfaction 
of a stage-manager who has arranged a good soene. 

'• Well, Pam*? ” 

“Veil, father!” 

Cazalet’s eyes jvere wet as’^e dropp^ Pauline’s hand. 

Ifcis good of you to be so kind to me,” he $aid, cleaning 
his throat. “ I—it was bold of me to come.” 

“&ld 1 • It was—dear of yju, Cazzy I ” 

The brilliant face had grolvai it seemed to the man wHb 
had*not seei» it for twelve years, more tender, and* the 
, smiie gentler, than of old.* 

“It was ray holiday,”,he ejyjlained'falteringly, “and 
—I had*never been out of England before—I thought 
would,come here, and sec how you were.” 

“ My father, then, doesn’t know ? ” 

" Oi, no, his lordship would not—that is, i»y holiday 
is my own. Miss Pauline,” Ije^retumec^ith some dignity. * 

* “ Of course it is. But I ‘don’t behcvg, Cazzy, that he 
would mind «o mhch as y|)u think.” 

“ His lordship not spoken to me on the»subjec^<J#' 
years, hHt I took it for gfantcd that it would 4)e wisei* 
qpt to tey hfm of%ny intentions.” 

She seemed on the jxiint speaking, % little smile 
curving hei^ lips, and then was silent. “ I hope he is 
well ?’’•fhe^ked at lAigth, watcljing “the man” and 
their daughter pkyhjg witlf the monkey. 

“ Very weD, I am gla<f to say.” 

' "A%i my sistfer i” 

“ Mrs. \laxse^is well joo.” 

Bet she had nbt listened; and be saw that her interest 
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was perfunftory« “ rested ^on bacfceverel’s dark 

face. tShe hjd‘groWn vdy far away from her old honi4 
Caialet felt. 

Presentlv, as* ^itf'^ionkey, after b§ing tossed by 
Sachevererup into the air like a baby, was returned to 
Pam, Pauline called, picking up her parasol, “ Guy 1 
would you mind* telling Pilgrim 'to prepare a loom for 
Mr. Cazalet ? 

SacheveVil noddedl and went in through the window, 
th* {hild wijfti him. 

'VBut—I couldn’t think, Miss Pauline-^t* beg* your 
pardon." . 

“ Nonsense, of course you ^e ^to stay here. You are 
, the only person of<-the,old days who has come, Caziy— 
'and I love you for*Jt.” 

She loved him for it—him, ner lather’s steward I It w^ 
so^lfke her,‘the exaggeration; she had changed so little. 

« " How did you kno\J wTjere we were ? ’’ she west on 
ar minute later as they ent«F»d the room and she ffirew 
opei! the wind 9 ws, letting the light stream in on‘the 
shabby fumiti^re, but'^lso on the masses of flowers ond 
the thousand littl* thihgs that eo to make a joom com- 
ortable and homelike. ** 

Cazalet hesitated. " His lordship told me oi^ce that 
you were living here, and—I had often wondered, and I 
have a gqpd memory.’’ 

‘ Ah, yes, I see. You think he is still very angry ? 
she ^ked, the qi^ceriittle smile again stirring her li4. 

f Angry—ah. yes, Miss Pauline. Hisdordshiii-’’ 

‘^“'tated, his jjlain faceted and troubled, 

. «» Ple»san(,.shabby 


com* ^ sood of you to 

b^y *ivc ? ” ““ ^ J^osamundls 

at «Wi,iia,stUyin evident relief 

:: 

“ V ^^^14 some Ficiicii lljelieve/’ 

y How extraordinary ! she laughed gailyr 



Ckxakt witched l\pr with delight. He knyw.that she 
Sesa^? anything rather than^the ^bvtou^ly onidgned 
happiness that shone in her lovely e^, bjrf he had always 
been too fond o| her not to be glai'tfta^ things^had tumecf 
oat48 they had. 

“ You bsive made friends with Para, I see," she went 
on, pr^ntly taking off her hat, and mtting her curly 
hair in a way he remembered ; “ isn’t she Junny ?" 

" She is remarkably like his lordship I ” 

" Isn’t ^Jifi^ It is perfectly absurd, sonjetimes ; «he 
has a«way of waUcing up and down with her hands behind 
her back,-” 

Cpalet lauded. “ I, krtijw—when she is nervous. She 
toldme I" 

" Oh, she tol4 you ! Isn'^hshe delicfbus ? ” 

..‘‘She is very clever. And she seems to;—understand 
things,” he began hesitating. 

^ shoek her head gravelij. ‘^Yes—I know what you 
mean. I suppose it—startJeciyou ? ’’ She rose from the 
chair into which she had sunk, and stood Jooking thought¬ 
fully at him. 

" You ^ee, Cazzy, I t^ive i^vcf tried to—hide things 
from her, or from any one else ; I was not ashamed. You* 
probably can’t understand* that, but it is so. I have 
never called myself by—any name but my own, or pre¬ 
tended to be married. And when she was bom 4 ,we decided 
at once not to sacrifice to^ any go^ in which we do not 
believe, even for her; she'knows all aljout it.’’ 

" And—y6u cail her Yeoland, too ? ’’ . 

" Of course, i^hat else ? Oh, I know all you 
for you think what everjl one does, except a few.* I agi 
idifferent, j^u kilbw; I ilways was. It doesn’t tother 
me a bit, the opinion of the ^orld. I suppose it’s true, 
Cazzy, wlwit they say, about all the Yeoland women 
being tead^ to ruin tflsmselves for—love. We are none 
of us really good, you kidw, except poor Rosamund** and 
she," she added with* simple conclusiyeness, “ whs so 
veiyhplain. I Amember once when I "Was little child, 
hearing*8ome gne say ^^hat na wona^ wyth Yeolai^blood 
ev€r had any morals, and I suppose it's true." 
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Sftc sp#k® in n of ^lld spcculfttlonj ncft unliglit(jnc^ 
with faiusen^nV hut the old man winced. 

, *' For God’s s»ke, N^jss Pauline, don’t say such things, 
he cried iiwoluntarily. ^ 

Her smile changed, as she looked at him, to one of 
great gentleness,,and laying her ringless right hand on 
his arm, she said^ kindly, “ I am ^rry; I didn t mean to 
shock you, butt you know as well as I do aJl about my 
aunt, Lad/^cnshawf for instance. She stayed at home, 
andwkept appearances, so she was accepted by the 
world, whereas I—I have one lover, who [s for me the only 
man in the'world, but as he coufdn’t marry me, I came to 
him anywayj and I would dietior*him to-morrow—and I 
( am an outcast I It is dunny, isn’t It ? ” There was no 
bitterness in her voiee, and tte old man, trembling with a 
mixture of faelings, knew that she was sincere. 

" If you hi^d been unlj'appy—” he ventured. 

' " If I had been unhappyc I might have rejiented^ind 
returned home to be forgive#; *But as it is, Cazzy, Iijity 
ever^ other woman ii\ the world because—%he has not 
Gu>»l ” ' '* 

As she spol.., ^..viicvcn;' cgma in and she ran to him. 

I have been telling Mr. Cazalet how bad we both are,” 
she said, slipping her arm thrdugh his. 

" Bad ? ” 

” Because we arc happy.” 

Sacheverel turned j.nd looked <it the little old runaway 
Irom the camp ofrthc Philistines. 

" Is it bad to be happy ? ” ht\askcd. 

"'Ci^alet UxiHced at him keenly, and theoOeward had some 
kpowledgw of human nature. Xfic man's strong dark face 
while 4ull of a certain hardy animalisirf, was not bad, and"^ 
its expression jof rapt contifitment was rather splendid. 

" For if It is—we are damned, dearest,” ^*he added, 
turning to the woman., ' ^ 

And as he watched them (Jal^et realised® that here, 
in spile of sin a*d irregularity, .was that rarest thiiyj in 
the world, a<rea! union. 



CHAPTER III 


‘ j 

Pilgrim, ‘^th her neat brown gown and -aevere mjen 
was npt at'alf the kind of woman who fits inio the ft^me 
of a moonlight s\immer sky by the Mediterran,ean. 

She was a gaunt womaji, with many sha^p angles in 
her^ person, and an ,ap{)all(hgly rcgulaj row of porcelain 
teeth, over which her fad(^ lil» closed as tightly as if 
s)^ were afraid‘some one ought stea/ them. 

But as she walked up and down that evening on* the 
terrj^re farthest from the villa, Waiting for the steward^ 
the poor woman’s mind w?,s it as great a whirl as if sl^ 
were young ^d beautiful, anS waiting for a lover, j 
Whatever one’s position and station rfiay be, one has 
but one Jife, and Jane Pilgrim ^d sacrificed hers Aat 
night twelve years ago, when •fiie had accompanied her 
young jnistress to Dover, where Sacheverel, the tenor, 
was awaiting them. 

And while the mistress, rapt in the perfect warmth of 
her great love, felt no cold, the maid, standing "'alone, and 
bereft of her old garmefit of self-aspect, shivered and 
ached under.the bitter winds that shook her as they bjew 
unheeded by the woman fbr whose sake she had demided- 
herself. " ^ . ♦'* 

The joy ’vas ali Pauline-Yeoland’s; the sham^ all Jani 
Pilgrim’s. And the natural consequence of it was j that 
while Pauline in her happine*>^grew swcetef and gentler, 
losing 4he-carelessness, and flightiness of former days, 
Jane, all unrevfard’ed,j^bciame bitterer and sharper as 
time went 6n. Alf of^which is as things should nof’ be, 
buj they ssmetimes are. The sight of Christopher 
Cai^t*that afternoon had jgiven^ the woiAan Sk great 
shock, calling ^sck oldlaces and old \^ice^ to her numory, 
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and bringkg to l^r theieeling of eld timA in a d|^ 
almost painful/ She so fenged for a talk with the visits 
that she would,probc^Iy have ventured to ask her mis¬ 
tress to be^ow^do hive a few words with him, if Caialet 
himself had not sent word to her that he wished tcf see 
her, and would gome out later to smoke his nine in her 
company. 

At last Jie dme, and they sat down on a stone bench 
facing seawyds. 

Well, Jane, and so here we are," he l»eg»n, stuflmg 
his'’little meerschaum pipe from a leath^ bag. 

" Yes, Mr. Caaalet. I’m sur 6 it’s a surprise to see yo« 
here." * ^ 

“It must be. pie trutntis, JaAe, it is my annnal 

holiday, and I couldn’t resi^-’’ ' 

"/Is lordship, I daresay, wouldn’t be pleased- e' 

“His loVc^p W 0 UI 4 be very angry, I had no idea 
bf ever telling him," the litUe man went on, “ but, no,-—I 
sin not sure." 0 • 

“Vou're not.sure, Mr. Cazalet?" 

‘‘•You see, Jane, I^had never heard that there was 
i child." ‘ 

" Oh! Oh, yes. 'mere s Miss Pam." 

“ How old is she ?" : 

“ Ten, sir." 

seems a pity.' I mean, she is an c-xtra- 
otdin^ ittle thing very precocious. I had a long talk 
with her. “ 


■' Yes, sir." 

, ^hf ha»—few delusions. She seems, to understand her 
far too weU, I confess I p pu«led, 

rtfS M™ ■fSand'!*''''"' “““ ““ 

stewardw/nt on, smolrag thought¬ 
fully; his l^d head bent over ths hand ift which his mpe 

youTchoice the7-t£^ 
understand that living with tlifcin. 

«^Ppy-you have gots-so us^ to H 
ail, that it has lost its look of strangwyf^_»» 
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, Jme PilgriA ro«e stjddenly. 

" Me! I, Mr. jCaialet! I goi used to* it,! Thai it’« 
lost its look of strangeness to me ( Me,that has cried 
myself to sleep onight and night agaihj Me t^t hussies 
with* gendarmes and chassoors turns up their noses at, 
because I live in such a house! me a,respectable girl, 
thQ chila of lawful wedded parents! Bir. Cazalet, you 
don’t know! ” 

Her face, worked, her voice broke,“and Caiafct let his 
pipe go ou{. * , ’ 

"There, there,,don’t cry—or rather do. It will \io 
you good. I beg your pardon, I am sure, Jane*, I didn’t 
m^ to hurt ^our feelmgsl. But I am glad*you feel it 
this way, for you will'understand what I am going to say. 
ft’s about the child. Miss Pam.’’ 

♦Pilgrim wiped her e)^ and rolled her handkerchief ipto 
a ball as she listened. • * 

^ " ^t there’s no use, Mr. Chalet; she understands it' 
as well as you or I. They "never pretend, you know* 
It's awful. At first I used to call ^’er ‘ Madame ’ to‘’the 
other servants in the ’oteb, but v.'lien she found out ohe 
nearly ki3ed me—Miss Pauling 1 ifiean. And Mi*! 
Pam- 


" I know. She told me hertelf. But though she knows, 
my good Jane, she cannot understand. And it seems to 
me th'*t if I could persuade his lordship to take the poor 
Kttle thing, do you think +hey would Jet her go ? 

“ To Monk’s Yeoland ? I know they would. Oh, Mr, 
Cazalet, it’s an awful thing, but she doesn’t love Mite 
Pam as a-wedded mother would. She is kind and 
to her, but—it’s all him really.’’ 
t “ Yes. I 'saw that. Then you think they’d let h^^- 
go?’’ 

Pilgrim h?sitated. " I am almost sure. It would save 


her, and I btten wo-ry about Pam—Miss Pam, I mean. 
It would be, awkward whiri 'she grew older. The people 
they see aren't the people for a young girl” 

CasSlet did not answer, but his old Uix saddened. 
“There are one or two gentlemen-/-the Coolit de 
Vaifcourt, who lives at the below us—he comes. 



He’s mafri^ to his wife, but she fas divAced, andh^ 

maid* told me that ‘no oite in Paris goes .to see her. They 

come, and an Italian lady. She acts in plays, and is very 
' rich and f^ous, ljul Si;e isn’t respectable;, SLj is invited 
cverywhert," the woman added hastily, “but because 
she's an arlisU, Marie, the Countess’s maid, says. They’re 

the only women. And the men-»-wel]-’’ 

“They mu;s‘.'"be gentlemen,’’ remarked the steward 
sharply, ^^or he wcloldn't introduce them to Aer.’* 

Pf courfie they are gentlemen ; one of ^h^m’s a duke. 
But I don’t like ’em, and what would ^hey think of Pam 
when she 'is grown—whose child is she ? Wouldn’t they 
just say ' what was good cn 9 (igly for the Stnother is good 
enough for her ? ’ oOf oourse^^they would! ’’ 

Cazalet nodded.', "Thatfvas what I, meant. I shah 
tell his lordjhip, Jane. He has grown older and is lonely 
too'. I hope they.will let her come. Mrs. Maxse is there 
•with her son, and she aWays was fond of Miss'Paulire." 

' " Yes, Miss Rosamund n ^xind. Oh, Mr. Cazalat, do 
try,* sir. It wpuld be a good work. It—them two are 
likf a pair of.children^ They don’t care for anything so 
long as they can L« tdgefjier.^ J remember that day when 
Miss Pauline said she was going, how ’is lordship told her 
‘ Men are never true to women, but they at least pretend 
to be to their wives. This fellow will leave you in a year.’ 

. Oh, the things his lordship said to her! And the^' were 
all wrong. Mr. Sa^heverel ngfier looks at any woman. 
I don’t believe ^ he knows there are any in the world 
. bdt her; and leave her ? ’E hasn’t left her for a day 
All these years, Mr. Cazalet! It’^ all wrong. They 
,ought to be un’appy, for the morjJ, sir, though God 
knows I couldn’t bear to see* her uu’dppy—^ but they ara 
the'^appiest ^two people i? the world. And to think how 
some respectable married'folks do fight and hate each 
other!’’ ’ 

i‘ Well, I shall speak to hislqplship, Jane.’ 

The steward (ose and knock^ his pipe against a tree. 

" I shall.then Jvrite Miss Pauline on the subject? •God 
blessf my soul, wilt’s that ? ’’ Jiie adebd pointing to 
something white in a near shadow. 
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"It’s only«'me,’' oteerveu me wmte tmng, paug, and 
^ving to be Paipela in a frilly flightgiJwn.* ^ 

“ Oh, Miss Pam 1 You have .listening! Fie, 
on you 1 ” o 

The child laughed. " Why should I be fi^ on ? I 
came out for a walk because it is so warm, and you didn’t 
hear me,•and I did hear you. If you’d’heard me you’d 
have stolid talking. When," she weift’.on, ttamng to 
Cazalet, ‘mm I to go to my grandfather’s ? The old 
man watchgd ^er curiously. j 

" Aren’t you ashamed to listen to what was not meant 
for you ? ’’ he asked, not reproachfully*but as a question 
demanding an Jtoswer. ^hei^hrugged her shoulders. 

’’ Tf^o. What is meant for me is mever interesting. 
When am I to gp to my grm'dfather’s,? ’’ 

" Y»ur grandfather won’t love you if you jneak,” put 
in Pilgrim. 

" ^^Id ycur tongue. Pilgrim." 

Then the child, whose hsdr,? reaching below her knees, 
hung*about her small face and over her, shoulders like 
a mantle, turned again to Cazalet.! ’ 

“ When''am I to go to my^grajidfdthcP ? ’’ she repeated. 



'CHAPTER IV 

EAiLjr the next morning Cazalet was awakcned*by a loud 
knocking at Ins door, and a minute later Pim*was '’oiled 
up at |l,c f„t of his H hor*iitay stfched p^ktlS 
hk a fresh flower, her hands flasped aronid ha pointed 

“ Mother sent Aryumo to #vake you, so I thought I’d- 

, " Yes. We are going on the Vaucourt’s ya^ht to the 
island for luncheon, and tf{n.on-somewhere TheVaS' 
dine, here to-mght. Aren’t you glad > she a 

curpsly. studying his'fjce. b a she added 

Kubbish! Mother says you’re to go. It’s ereat fun • 
going, Madame Ravagk is mt ^ f u ni 

r«cite. It’s solendifl urUn ^ and^he’ll 

all down one’s spjne.* ^ f/^cites; makes one cold 

’^i.'^Colomerktiad'^niiH^r^ ?avagIia,ito Sic whom, as 

{Are,- v/whosc' history wLdrcM^month’’' H°"‘^ 
meet her! ^ mouth. He was 

from the'b!l?anrilaki„*fco'‘‘‘ "'f ''“I’P'"* ‘*“'™ 

“She teaches me®o rldteM7 
“("»■ Oh, there's Chliban! ? ' 

he opene^^f IS “ ."Jen 

»«ey, *ho fled, Chatfemg ad acited, into 
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his ijiistress’s arms, and lay the^e like, a {jaby*\fhilg she 
soothed him. 

“ He has got out! They lock h^ up 4)ecause he gets 
so seasick, but he always feels when there’s g#ing to be 
a picnic, and he always comes. Don’t you, CaJly ? ' 

Then ^e added, “ Well, I’ll go now, and please make 
haste, for it’s after si.x arfd we always stafj at seven. It’s 
so warm, you know. Cazalet rose in a trAior 01 excite¬ 
ment. * 

It was such*a change from his quiet life if) the Stlent 
house m Yeoland.# * 


Day after djy, year afte^ year, he rose tfeere, knowing 
just *vhat the hours held for ISm. A talk with his lordship, 
%ride over the estate,’slow ccmversJtionlJwith slow-minded 
tenants, heavy English mecus served* by his good old 
hchisekeeper, his sleep after luncheon, his Jx)iTdj)n paper, 
more work, his glass of whiskey an*l‘water, bed. 

. And this golden day whoje dx>ld fingers had forced his, 
shad^ windows, held for him-^what ? 

The old ma3i almost scampered Jto the Window ancf let 
dh tfie light. Before him ArctchecPlhe sea, •sparkling aJid 
blue as the sky above it.* A s4fong s^ent of heliotrope 
came up ^o him from the garden, bringing with it a sudden 
vivid refhembrance of his feelings as, yesterday on the 
hot road, it had readied him for the first time. 

It \^hs all wrong, of courSe he ought to go* at once^ 
aijd hfs staying was a tadt. approval of the family dis¬ 
grace—but—jjis holiday was his own, and he was af<^ 
all not his lordship’s servant. 

Half an hour farter a mprry, rosy Cazalet,* ten .years 
younger than the o^ man who had only yesterday^loddedi 
dj) the hill* joined the*little party on the lawn, 

Pauline, in a charming costq^ of blue lin*n, gave him 
her hand wljlv her old careless cordiality, and Sacheverel 
was pofftWy friendly. • * 

"A perfect daj frtr ajiicnic,” he said, as the shabby 


young footman ^tarted oft down the lijjl* with a bundle 
of pirssols and wrapk. " I am glad you kre hefe to |njoy 
it inth us.” C&zaiet rtpeated'his ooubtS to them, but 
Pauli^ lau^iedjpily. “ My dear Cazzy, you have proved 





yourself oty friend by coming, and gA to tlAt, yon 
always been father’s feend.” 

Sacheverel’ t^ok up his hat. " We’d better start, 
Pauline; jt is rattiet mte.” 

The wa/ to the sea led first through an olive orchard, 
then through a perfectly kept park, which Pauline told 
her guest was the property of their host, Count* de Vau- 
court, arPi thet,* twisting and turning curiously, it struck 
into the bfllvels of the earth, and the steward foijnd himself 
in 'ar underground gallery cut out of so^d, rock, and 
lighted by an occasional air-hole, on ^hich the ‘bright 
sky seemed to rest. 

At the foot bf the descent, §|)read the brflliant blue sea, 
and at the end of* the .stone pier, where the yacht was 
moored, several p<^jple were^tanding ab«)ut, talking and 
laughing. TJie Countess, a handsome woman of about 
thirl,y-eight,^with a carefully done up face under a thick 
lace veil, greeted the st?wai^, who was introduced merely 
is a friend, with civil indiffofertce, and then, when a small, 
rathtr fat man,in knickers had shaken hands with him, 
Cazalet found hmaself hiking ajow bow to a t hin , yelljw-c 
faced woman in araunlicopiinely plain hat and a crumpled 
linen gown. This was she wno had made him cry like 
a baby in the Italian play of which he had not understood 
a word. Pam stood on one side watching tlie little scene 
with her curious air of detachod curiosity, and when Crjsalet, 
^ter a stumbling reijark to th^ great artiste, had turned 
in his cmbarrassijicnt to the fittle white yacht, the child 
.came forward, and sitting dqjvn by Jiadarhe Ravaglia, 
V^her thin hand in hers and kissed if jeverently. 

‘ Biloa’ giomo, piccina! ” 

“ Buon’ giomo, grandezza! ”* 

*rifc two, sg,unalike, sn^Ued at eacn other, and Cazali 
turning, saw with a little ^art, that somethisg identic 
looked out from the two jiairs of eye^ " > 

ind then, as they all went oh ^d* the olii man sighi 
»s 1ft recalled tlje same look in \he eyes of Caliban tl 
eveniM befpre. The veiled sadness of -dtonlcey-ey^ hi 
in it temething.ap 5 faaching the fpcpresNon of t&ose oi 
ot which looks the ^d mystery of genius.* 



. There is aif island lying flat (^p the jvater, net* far from 
fte flope on which Pauline Yeoland’s Arcacila.was situated, 
and to this island, after a two houiV flight^der the shore< 
the Yacht Delpkine bent its wings. 

A* cool breeze had come up and the boat sped over crisp 
ruffled waves that now and then broke into a white frill, 
ap^'spartded in the sun. ^ 

“ The landing is in there—quite hiddenpyou itse,” Pam 
explaiRed |o Chalet. “ The island Ifelongs tonhe monks, 
but M. de,Vq^court has rented a little bit fii the w(fcd, 
and vft come oft^—it is cooler than on the mainland.*' 

It was very beautiful, anfl the old man who had drudged 
an<^ toiled for*others all hk life, who had never had any 
pleasure, and to whom Love had* turned a scornful wing, 
lelt as though h* were young for the first time. 

• Sadieverel and Miss Pauline were not married; ^ the 
little painted Countess was not yisited; an^l’as to the 

j)laiw silenP woman with the jponkey-eyes-! * 

’ Yot these bad people \?ei* all charming, and in his 
sudcftn moraf! paralysis, Cazalet /^It that they weft all 
-chaining because they were all haigpy. 

How giy they were! JJje Q>unt hrfd brought a great 
basket ftn board, and its contents remained a mystery 
until j«st before they landed on the island, when he 
opened it and tossed from it handfuls of roses and helio¬ 
trope vto the women, whose* cries of delight, sftftened by 
yie water, fell like music #i\ the air., * 

“ Take mine, please, Carissima! " . 

Pam had*ma^ a great bunch of heliotrope and^ w^ 
pressing it into th* actress’s hands. 

" It is so sweety it ma^es one dizzy with joy? I wish 
€ could 4ie*with spelling it too much,” the child Jii^d, 
and Ravaglia fastened the offering to hesi^own with a 
big jewelled pin. 

The*kit 8i purplo swee^ess in bis button-hole seemed 
to the stewvd an order Jihat joined him to the comm^ty 
of careless people he so,enjoyed. He was not an old, 
haftll!vo|king bWiess-man; he was a^ age*he cbose to 
be, and the wwid was dull of beauty.. 

They breakf^ted in a shadowy fa^ow in the woods, 



and whm they had gone on a little farthfir, leaving tte 
servants to clear ^way *the debris*of the meal, thiy (2U 
sat or lay dftwn, and Ravaglia recited to thein. 

What it wal all«afeout Cazalet had idea, but the 
magic of fer wonSerful voice was enough for the old jnan, 
who closed his eyes and dreamed of things he had never 
known. 

Paulije an<j •Sacheverel sat together, her golden head 
resting ft^nkly on his shoulder, while the fat littls count 
ajid, his wife listened hand in hand. 

fThere was no decent English reserve, b'ut tazaiet was 
not shocked. It was Arcadia*! 

" Don’t you want to know i^h^ she said? ” 

It was Pam whej had, crept up toEazalet. " You uon’t 
understand Italian, do youtT" 

‘‘ No. I don’t understand-” 

The child rose., “.I will tell you; I have heard it 
.before and have put it*into English.” 

• The others watched hci^wtth lazy amusement ^ she 
begpn, her thi^ little body w'ell-balanced, ,her eyec half 
clqged in close immitajion of ^le artiste, but Cazalel^, as 
she continued, fi^t the ,rosy mists that had folded him 
being rent as by a strong roifgh hand. 

” —and your mouth it is crimson like a pomegranatS flpwer, 
Sweet as honey on Hymettus's fragrant slopes, 

And bifter as sea-salt’s edge—” 

There was an attempt at rhytfim in the rough translation. 

^Catch me then close to yOxir heart whose throbs 
IVeak ^ikc great waves on, mine ; '** 

Hliiltl my eyes with your ftinging fiair, and forget 
With me all but just that; the beat of ihe blood, 

The bur? t of the kissy-" 

" Bravo! ” 

“Bravissima, PamV’ 

Cazalet rose, his wrinkled fac&red.^ 

“ Ppi, c^c'yith me and show me .the monact^,” • 
he said hurriedly, cjnscious of his ‘own confunotf, and 
angry with cverybddy, the child Tierself included. 



“ No, no. • I want^her to do ‘ Le Passional^’ I' laughed 
%’ailme. 

Sacheverel looked at the steward. 

“ You're rigjit, Mr. Cazalet,” Ifb»Sfid* " ^e convent 
is very interesting. Go, Pam.” And Cazalet'drew a sigh 
of relief. 

As tlfty went up the sandy road to* the low building 
against the sky line, the old man was^^itterl]* ashamed 
)f himselC How he had been drawn»into the i^irlpool I 

He woi^ Mt back to England as quickly as possibJe«and 
ell his lord^p and Mrs. Maxse all about *t; all about 
Pam. 

Surely tLej» would npt ijt the child, aft* all their own 
lelh and blood, stay where she was. ^t was impossible. 

He sighed. ^le would l^ve a bad* half hour with hi^ 
prdship. 

" Don’t you like to hear me recite, Mr. Ca 2 |Llet ? ” isked 
ihe^child •curiously, as they^ walked hand in hand past 
1 garden in which a busytn^k was digging. 

‘M’d rather see you playing with a dolj, my dear.i’ 
Would you ? I had a doll ivt'hen I .was smallM. 
le Sant’« Anna’s dog ate.it.” 

” Dear me I But surely 5'ou liave had others ? ” queried 
the oldman, surprised at the fierce note in her voice. 

She turned, her eyes veiled with unshed tears. 

” b never wanted another,” she said. " Ah 1 there is 
Pater Demetrio. He wi|J be glad Jo see me.” 

* Cazalet knew ‘hat she' hail change^l the subject on 
piupose, anO saifl no morg about the doll. 



CHAPTER V 


Lorij Yeoland sat on the north terrace in his wheel-chair. 
It «was a charraing windless summer morning, and from 
where the old man sat everything was 'green; the beau¬ 
tiful sappy gi^n of England.^ I Eyen the walls of the red 
house were hung wjth vines, and the lerrace was garlanded 
with oaks and beiphes. Aitlistant clock struck eleven, 
and Lord Yeoland raised his head sharply. Cazalet had 
said eleven, and h^ was always prompt. It was a good 
quality, a most exccllcrft quality—in others. No Yeoland 
had ever possessed it, as thq'old man acknowledged to him¬ 
self ivith a chucjdc, but in others he had found it invaluable. 

'piere was Ijttle of the stenif father of fiction in lord., 
Yeoland. In spity of liif gout he was still youag-looking 
for his years, and his carefulljf sliaven pink face was round 
and dimpled. t 

It had been a great blow to him when his favourite 
(laughter had informed him,that she was going off with 
Guy Sacheverel, but he had no Ipng line of spotless women- 
kind behind him to w*hose ash(4 he burnt incense and whose 
,^bsts barred the way to for^veness, ^ All the Yeoland 
hiiwen weip easy-going as to morals, apd as the men had 
most bf„ them l^cn successful* in whatever kind of life 
they had chosen, the doifigs of 'the woipen 
leb‘import^t than tl\^y might have been. Pauline 
would have been welcome' to Sacheverel as. a husband, 
for the fellow was great in his line,' and a ch<u\ning person, 
bui her going to him in defiailca of everything as she had 
done was rather too much, cvot for a Yeoland, and lier 
father had ^t ner ofi in the a^proveij style. V • 

The Kennedy, woman had comp to 8ee<.him did wtpL 
Though rather preUy she was an unattractive person, 
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and her nose Iras glossy; he had tried to per^gnjuie her 
trikt her most dignified'course waff to diforce her hosbAnd. 
This, "however, ^e* flatly refused to do, and finding that 
Lord Yeoland co^d not overtake anfl shjit up hij destruc¬ 
tive daughter, retired to her suburb and vraf no more 
heard of, 

Rosamuhd—the old map’s clever mouth ^ve a humorous 
twisl as he thought of his other daughtSp; Rosamund 
was that exception to the rule—a .virtuous/ifeoland ; 
and she wm a good, tender daughter, a devout chufch- 
woman» a loyal*wife, a careful mother. * 

But she had wlfite eyelashes and no sense of humour. 
Pauline had no* been gqpe months before her father, 
unkribwn to every ona, wrote offering tp forgive and take 
h€r back if she \^ould give i^> SachevQfel. 

Jhistshe refused to do, and he recognised in her brief 
letter a happiness so complete that she hardly remembefed 
thingi, that iay behind and bewnd^it. 

• On^day in Paris he had pass^ her leaning on Sacheverel’s* 
arm, twid—shft had not seen him! So he, had givemup 
hppipg for her return. Oqce or t^e he had written Jo 
her. She had answered with abaefit-nvnd^ amiability, 
and that, was all. And noV Cazalet was bringing her 
child to bim I • 

Poor Cazzy, who had believed him as implacable as 
he shoyld have been, and who had been pale with fright 
as he told the tale of his flight into Arcadia 1 
It had amused the old mah to feign the expected an^, 
arid to allow <he good stewed to persuaSe him by much 
earnest eloquence,tp take the unfortunate child. ' * 

At last he had consented, Mrs. Maxse had p«silively 
jijmped at, the chaftoe to d6 a good work, and—it was a 


quarter-past eleven, and—yes, tli^ire they cai^e 1 
Cazalet, wj^n he had shown Hhe child her grandfather's 
solitary^gurt, 'discre^tl;^ retired, an^ she came on alone. 

She wdked well, crept, amf’a^hough the muscles of her 
legs and feef were stroflg. 9Qffidrtyf!|;Mr and white 

.p. 

Steps, neither slowly nor fast, Ijliil Wi^ ihh had' retKtiu'’*' 
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hef grandfather, held out her small glolred hand wth 
a <|uiet Lu" that 6urpri#id him. 

" How db you do, my dear ? ” he said kindly. “ I am 
very glad to %ee you. 

" I aA quite ‘well, thank 3 «)u.” , 

Her dark eyes, shadowed by unusually long and silky 
lashes were hef only beauty, l^e noticed. H®' nose was 
rather found,and her mouth too large. 

" Yodl^are not much like your mother.” 

• No, I am like my father.” 

•'' Your father was a very handsome m!ln,* my ^ear.” 

“ He is still a very handsome mart; and I am ugly, 
you mean ?• I am at the u):;ly, age.” 

The old man ^urst,. out 'laughiiig. “ Are you irtdeed 
Well, let us hop<v,you will iftiprove. Ypu are ten, Cazalet 
tells me.” 

Yes.” ' , . 

“ That \s a monkey ? ” 

Her eyes twinkled. " jjjoj it is a numming-bird^’ * 

Jt did not occur to him to reprove hef, and when he 
^ad done laughing iKjcontinu^ed; " I have heard nq,thing 
at all about yoi^ sinee your birth.” 

Cazzy had told him rtf hdr “quaint remarks, qpd he was 
trying to draw her out. 

“ I suppose not.” He was disapjKiinted. 

“ Why do you supjxise qot ? Why should shq not tell 
. me about you ? ” 

" I mean—becau^ you hate her.” 

He started. ‘'Hatcher! Nonsense. Who told you that ?" 

* Pilgr^ told me.” *’ 

‘ Pilgrim ? Who is he ? ' 

‘ Jane Pilgrim, my mother’s m?idk She myj[nufse 
how, and I brought hc^ here.” 

" Indeedi I should have thought that she brought you.’ 

“ Servants do not bring ladits. May "-Uhav^ a bath, 
please ? ” ' 

4ier change of theme was irhentidnal, he*saw; she had 
had enough o! .Pilgrim. 

"Hi you wjll ring th? bell iust'insi^ thaS door—to 
the right, you mfiy have as many baths as you please. 



^en you afe dress^, come to my room. J.wisfi to 
pfesAt your.aun^ to you." 

" You are laughing at me because I that about 
Pilgrim. One dpesn’t present growTi^pie to^children." 
Then her sombre eyes suddenly flashed, and sh6 burst out 
laughing. “lam glad I came,” she exclaimed. "I’m sure we 
shall be gftat friends. I api exactly like you in some ways I" 

A few minutes later he returned t(»*yie subject of 
her bath, and shaking hands once more witl/him, she 
went into tye ^ouse. 

When she had disappeared, Lord Yeolancf steered his 
chair down the tWace, injo the billiard-room, through 
a long corridor,*to a lift iti wf^ich he mounted to the second 
flooi^nd a few minute* later kmocked at l^is daughter's door. 
*Mrs. Maxse was writing. * 

Ah, father ! ” 

Rising, she waited until he had jn.aBoeuvT(^* his chair 
into J)is faw)urite comer by ^hc Vindow, and then sat. 
dbwn^by him. 

“ Will—she«has come ? ’’ 

■ “ifes. She is interesting.” 

“ Poor ohild. It te verjr sad fpr'her/ 

The old man laid his delicate finger tips together and 
looked at her with pleasant authority. “ Now, Rosa¬ 
mund, I wish you to understand that I will not have her 
/nri'ed.«She is very amusing and original, and I don’t 
wish you to spoil her.” , 

Spoil her! But I had no idea of sujh a thing.” 

" We use the vtord in different ways. You may kisc 
her and pet her as, much as she will let you,’i he 
with a little laugh, “ but I* don’t have her weptio^er or 
compassionated wftbi She' knows that most people’s 
father and mother are married, »and that bjrs are i!ot‘; 
but that, Cajalet tells me, shc*regard3 merely as an inte¬ 
resting peculiarity. It appears that—-Aw/—Pauline 
the fellow ar^ very bappt 'so that the child has always 
been happy too.” * 

■ “ H^pv 1 Po«r Pauline ! ” , 

The elder sister drew^a deep sigh, and her plain red 
face«paled a littk. 



^ Yea, ,my dear. All these yeaif, while Vu have 
ladenting over ahd pi^g for your jost .sfeter, slfe ^ 
been living* in Arcadia. The villa is named Villa Arcadie, 
it seems. Caz^eJ she looks very hapdsome, and that 
she and ^acheverel are utterly devoted to each othar." 

“Oh, father!” Mrs. Maxse’s dull, gentle eyes filled 
with tears. " How awful it is [ ” ' 

“ I dicagreertrtth you, Rosamund. As long as she chose 
to give uft everything for the one man, I am ^ad she finds 
that, she has got, so to say, her money’s wqrtb. Cazalet 
tdls me that coming home in the evening on the yacht, 
Sacheverel sang; he says thft he never dreamed of such 
music. I nfost confess,” he a^ed, after a sfiort pause, “ that 
I regret that m)f position Senies me the pleasure of—a 
visit to Arcadia.’\ * c ** 

Mrs. Mayse, who had carefully guarded during all tfiose 
ydars the ^secret /if her father’s real attitude towards his,. 
. erring daughter, sighhd. She had, long ago, m?de an 
' attempt to lead the sinnerto the path of righteousne^, 
buA it had eiyled by Pauline, in a toweriag rage,'having 
requested he( to leav(/ the ro<?m, and since then tha’p^ar 
woman, honestlyimoifrrvng her sister, and sincevely praying 
for the pardon which she lielieved to be imfxiesible, had 
heard nothing of her. 

" Has she—been taught anything ? ” she asked after 
a pause.» 

Pauline ? Oh, ^ the child, Pm sure I don’t know. 
She will be coping to my' room shortly, to meet you. 
Where’s Ratty ? ’’ - ^ 


^ Riding.” 

“ Where’s Dick ? ” 

I don t know. I havn’t'seen hiid this morning.” 

• He s ii\,,debt agairw” 

She clasped her hands nervously. “ L know Oh 
father, I am so ashpmed.” ^ ‘ • 

. neednt be, my deaf. It is not your fault. Nor 

had mTo', bIttoV d™ 



CHAPTER VI 


When Pam^ajf been inspected by her aui^ she <wh 
told by fter grandfayier to go out and take a look at thingl. 

" You will see everything^much more satisfactorily by 
yoursglf,” the ctfd man added, “people who*show their 
possessions and surroundings, to a stranger are always 
bil^, and they bias and bore the stranger.” 

IKrs. Waxse sighed. Her father’s ways wcra to her to 
*this day the ways of an unknowij ’being, thaii* natures 
being %> unlilpe as to utterly forl^d even a moderate under¬ 
standing of each other, alt{ibu|di half unconsciously the 
poor little woman realised that her yjew of him, like that 
oWia tortoise of the hawkf was less comj^rahensivc than 
his, as he leaked down, of her, 

“ Ratty*would love to show Pamela the place,” she 
ventured.* 

“ Which is really,” intcrru])ted Lord Yeoland, " why 
I’m sending her now, before‘Ratty comes. Gift along, 
Pam.” 

And Pam cut along. She had seen dacr browsing in 
the distance ^ she* had l)eea driven up the avenue, and^ 
deer had for her the*oharm they always have for imaginative ‘ 
childhood. , 

Crossing 4he square hall she went out into the old; 
fashioned portico and walked slowty across tks lawn. 

The dimpled hollows pf the‘park filled with waving 
lights aitJi shadows, were i^ost beautiful. It was very 
different from Jtaly. * 

The flower-l^, a blare oi weu-maswd colour, were 
more gorgeous thail any she had ever seen, ^d th® splendour 
of old oalu, eacll one a^rsonality,»\^ not wasted on 
the diild, whose ljuick eyes saw everything and whose 
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quiik Mn was appreciative in sp\^e of her quite unusual 
ignorance. ' 

In the iAd(Jle of the lawn she paused, and turning, 
her hand^ claspe4 ieRind her, insjiected ^he house. 

The b^y of it was ugly, early Georgian, solid, preten¬ 
tious, and pwnclprous in its lines, but to the left was a 
wing of Tudor architecture, beaiitiful in its ivy-clad,age, 
and to <he rifdit, separated by a graceful arch, through 
which, extending thus between it and the mqin building, 
stretched a waJk of perfect turf, edge<| \\dth graceful' 
litnes, stooj the ruins of the old monastery from' which 
the place took its name. 

The ruins,* deftly propped gnd etrengthOhed were among 
the oldest in thatjiart^of England, "and their ragged lines, 
•harp drawn agaifict the skj', and the green of the limes, 
contrasted .oddly with the solid comfort of the house 
Itself. 

* Again to the right,"beyond the bit of crumbling wall 
•that marked where the qiwif^l had been, a square carp 
pond gleamed m the midst of all the greenness. 

Jhe little girl sigh^ withi-delight. It was au ivety 
splendid, and sh^k,was U^e grapd-dapghter of ite owner. 

She would go up into the'tower some day; -there was 
sure to be a nook where she could hide with a hook from 
the boy Ratty, of whom her grandfather and her aunt 
had seveeal times spoken, .and who was bound to he 
objectionable. , , 

In the meantime that surely was a deer, stepping 
^.daintily tlirough the distant, trees. Shiftihg Caliban to 
th^ 'other .shoulder she walked on. »An hour later, her 
^ hands *till behind her, she entered the monastery ruins, 
and sitting down in the refectory «drew a long breatii. 
The- narrowf windows le‘ in but little sun, and the vast 
place was dusky, even at‘ noon, Jor in its rnidst grew a 
great oak, and where so long ago /^he moifks’ osandalled 
feet had trod, acorns rested in t^ck grass. , 

The cluld loqked up at the great tree and wondered 
how pld it ^vas. ‘Tt must be, according to her sim^ lore, 
at least four hundrtd years, i% which <case the monks 
must have Uved even longer ago than th8t. She ima^ni^ 
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them, as she taiew mocks In It^y, bMly, browil-fa^ 
merf III rough woolltn frocks. She imagined’a long table 
with plwter plates and thick glasses ^of oiljs black wine; 
In the niche where she sat at the end^of the room, had 
sat, nd doubt, the reading brother behind his Sesk and 
read aloud to the others while they broke->their fast. 

Sh^ wonibred if they had said " Memento mori ” to 
each other, and gave a little shiver. She? vas beginning 
to fed tlTem.* ’ ’ 

From behied the oak she could almost see tfie face>ol 
a young* monk wh(j sometimes had come to the villa; 
Padre Ignazio. She had liked him, for he had^ handsome 
grey ^es and stfong white teith that flashed. 

‘‘And when they had eater everythirg,” she thought, 
" they all said an Ave together; ‘ Ave Maria.’ ” 

Sudd^ly she rose, and setting down the mojikey, took 
off her hat and pulled from her haff'thc' three. Big pins 
that fdatened It to her crown. 

The ^leavy mass waving ^cK^n over her dark frock 
hung lilfe a cowl, hiding her cars and,her shoulders. She 
v/m a^nonk. And she was nut only a monk of five hundred 
years ago. But she was Ijea'jljful young 'Pather Ignatius 
translated backwards to that period. 

She felt*her eyebrows assume the patient curve of his; 
she felt her teeth flash under a budding moustache. 

"Ave‘Maria, gratia plena— 

voice, full and slightly veiled like Ravaglia's, 
deepened as she went on and she heard her brethren join 
her prayer which turned to Ilalian as she continued. 

"Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, ora pro nobis-Jier 
eyes were full of tears and her voice shook ; “ ‘ et id hora 
mohis nostiae.’ What a terrible, cold black word, 

‘ mortis!/a morte.’” 

“ I say, you are a queer one.” 

The reincarnation of the Rtiading^Brothcr gave a great 
start, and then a cool laugh. 

" Am I ? I suppose you’re Ratty ? jWell, Ratty, 
you am>*too fat fot ycur size, and I hate whitq mice; so 
don’t come "any nearer, please.” ’ 

TW boy who wtu coming slowly towards her stopped. 
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Th\ sensation of having the tables turned compleWy cn 
one is never 'quife pleasant, and possibly it is nevffr fess 
so than wfien one is a male aeature of thirteen much 
spoiled Iw prosperfty, and the turner neerely a girl, and 
three ye^ younger than one’s self. 

“ I shan’t come any nearer,” the boy returned smialy; 
" and if I’m too fat, you are ac precious lot t6o thin, let 
me telh^ou.L* You’re Aunt Pauline’s daughter. Grand¬ 
father tou me youfwerc prowling about.” 

' ”■ I wasn|t prowling. How old are you o 
" Thirteen and a half.” Ratty l|ad fully intended 
taking and keeping the upper* hand of this person, inferior 
from every ’point of view, aSoit seemed to^im; but. some- 
how he found hiniself answering her rapid fire of questipns 
in an inexplicably meek way. Afterwards he explained 
his attitude to himself by calling it that of politeness, 
which haS pccurrod before. 

“ What’s your real narqe ? ” 

" Dc Rattrcc Gilbert YaAafid Maxse.” 

And you hve herq ? ” 
v” Yes.” . 

” Any brother^ or siq^ersj*” 

” One; a sister. I say, is the monkey yours ? ” 

” Yes; don’t touch him jlleasc. What’s her name, and 
how old is she ? ” 

While Hhc l)oy answered that her name was EvJlyn and 
that she was eleven* Pam roll»d her hair into a long rope, 
aq;! bending lies head coiled the rope into its usual place. 
Then pinning on her hat slia remarked casually : “ Well, 
k ViW hungity, so it must lie luqchcon thne. Good-bye.” 

Hut Ratty, witli all the njale’s usual desire for what 
^-ms to lie turning inaccessible, ifucketed h& mice alld 
joined her. <,i >• 

" I’m hungry too. I sa>', what,a lot of hakr you have ! ” 
Pam looked at him out of ^e ends of her%yei,*scoming 
the tribute of a turned head. YeS, it istvery beautiful 
hair, but it is heavy.” 

" ^ suppose that is why you wear itdonh up at yodr%ge.” 
" Partly that, aqd‘partly because if I fet it h^ things 
would get in it and it Mfould have to be'cut ofi.” 
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,“WeD, if it did? ,You’d be.much more corafor^ble 
^thla short pian« like Evelyn." ’ * 

Thin she tum^. " I’d die if my hajr was cut off, 
de Rattrec Gilbert Yeoland Maxse’,’’* 5^e saidowith pas¬ 
sionate solemnity. “ I’d die, do you hear ? ’’ ’ 

The boy stared at her curiously, but^ the passivity of 
those borft fat and desd^ed to live and die fat, was his. 

Alker a moment he ^ked, “ What were jiou dplng there 
in the refectory ? ’’ 

" Did yoij like it ? ’’ 

" Like it ? Sow do you mean ? ’ 

Her eyes flashecf at him. ’ “ I mean, wasn’t it splendid, 
the ‘ hora mortis nostra ’ ?, I never got down so deep 
before." 

It sounded like a bass-viol, if that’s’ what you mean,” 
h^retumed, rather meaning, in a weak way, to be offensive, 
but to her surprise she threw her-.-arras abost' his rieck 
and s^ve hkn a hasty but gr;},teful’ kiss. “ Did it ? Oh,’ 
I'aw^lad. You are a nice b«/;, even if you are fat. I’ll’ 
do a lovely one for you after lunch—a poem, I mean/’ 
^They had reached the portico, and she stopped short, 
with a dmmatic wave of, |ier ^and. j*‘ But you don’t 
speak Italian,” she cried. “ It is a pity—but I will learn 
some English ones ! ” ' 



CHAPTER VII 

1 

I 

TpE days passed by, and Pam hardly noCcea their flight. 
She was not at all homesick,,and oncepwhen Mrs. Maxse 
asked her if she did not miss her mother, the child answered 
" No, but I am afraid she wih miss me.” 

“ Why should miss yfu if you don’t miss her ? ’h 
“ Because—I take care of her. I brush her hair jilways, 
and 1 nih her wrists when she can’t sleep, and so on.' I 
don’t missVr becausosl am amused; one is homesick only 
when one is lonely.” , '• 

Poor Rosamund Maxse'sighed. 

‘*'1 hope Evelyn would miss me if she were away,” she 
said. , • < 

Pam flashed a i|ueer l»ok ut her. 

“Of course she would; {hat is different. You don’t 
love Mr. Maxse, so of course you love her more than mother 
loves me/’ 

, “ Pamela 1 I’m—you mustn’t say such things.” cried 
the poor woman. "■ Of course* I love Mr. Maxse I ” » 

**1 don’t thihk you do. / don’t call it love. Now 
and mother—” She broke off. erazinp thoughtfully 
OTt of J[hc* window. 

” But if they love each uuier so pi*cti, 1 don't see why 
you say Pauline should miss you so,” went on Mrs. Maxse, 
feeling that*" she was liciog undignified in arguing with 
the child, and yet urged o\i ip sj^te of hersfjlf. . 

Pam laughed. ' o * 

‘iThat isn’t love; it’s contort. And‘the likes my 
loving her.” * ^ 

Rcsamuifd apain could not resist; spmethiag In the 
child seemed to lead ner on agaiftst her ^dll. ” Then, yoq 
do love her ? ” she asked. 
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jPmi tam^ ‘‘ Do I love her ? Dh I Tow her? And 
you Ire her own sister I " The scorn in hgr ^ice, instead 
of irritating Mri Maxse suddenly a^pfta^ed her.^ 

" I know," she said humbly enough. " It Vas always 
that way with Pauline. I used to wonder why it was, for 
it was not only her bejiuty. There were other girls as 
beafitiful as she, but it was for her that tlfi sacijices were 
made. •Beginning with Jimmy Leslie and ending, so far 
as we kno^,” she went on, “ with poor Jane. I ‘hive 
often wondered about it, for she did not cSre much for 
them:’ 


“ I know what it is. ,lt « ner temjicramem." 

Pddr Rosamund, who had no jdea.of what tcmpera- 
nftnt was, but ijaguely believed it to^'bc something bad 
and unspeakable, gave a nervous start. “ My dear child I 
what words you do use I ” 

" l^can’t Jielp it," insisted^Panf, with civil obstinacy 
‘‘•it i% that. ^ Comte de Vau^oajt said so.” 

" Comte whg ? And to whom ? Surely* he didn‘t<alk 
a^ut such things to you k” 

‘‘ No. He was talking to Maaamc *tavagiia one day 
in the giydcn when we firsf knew her. She was asking 
him somy things about fathe?. She knew, of course, that 
he was an artist, and as it appears that artists do not often 
love ong person for long at a,time, she said that she was 
surprised that father still sared for giother.” 

* Oh ! ’’ gasped her aunt. 

‘‘ And M. ie Vtiucourt,", pursued me cniiu sercneiy^, 
‘‘ said that he e.xf^ained it by the fact of mothtr’s ha^i%* 
a devil of a temperament. * It sounds worse in English,, 
somehow,”, she added ajiolbgctically, ‘‘but ‘ Ic diabl^’ 
is really nothing, ytm know.” 

A burst of {iiascuJine laughtc^ interrupted her, and Dirk 
Maxse i<^yed»from bfhind the portUrc, his good-looking 
face red with suppressed mifth. 

“ ‘ A devil (^1 a temperament,’ ” he quoted, his haifds 
in hi^tfousers potkct|, grinning down at'his vjife’s vece, 

" f 'believd you !#’’ 

"flicA/” 

" Wall, of course |ha has, m)^ dear. I once wanted to 
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maily jraur nythy myaiJf,” he added, turning to Pa*. 

" How would you have liked me for your .father ? 

“That is ptrfectly, impossible," she answered dbldly, 

“ for I ari^ half of my own father, and ii I’d been half of 
you I’d have been— well—very different! ’’ 

Maxse giggled* and lit a cigarette. “ Well, how would 
you have beei^ if you were half of me?’’^he a%ked. 

“ Woulcfyou lAve had my beautiful mouth, do you think ? ’’ 

“ It w^ disgustftg of Ratty to tell you ksaifl that,” 
tlje |irl buE|t out angrily, rising, “ and I jhoaight so only 
at first. I hate your mouth, and if ypu ever try^ to kiss 
me again I'll bite you.” 

He glance'd uneasily at his wife,•and gave*a nervous,|^ugh. 

“ You’re a rud^littll begijpr,” he! commented, but P^, 
without waiting <b hear his remark had marched out, 
slapiming the door. 

As she \fent ddwnS^irs she heard footsteps behind her, 
and turning, saw Cazalet. 

“Oh, Carry, I am glawto see you. Where haVe you 
beAi?” * 

•“ With hisiortisni[^*my deaf. What is the matter ? '1 
His kind eyes had alv>nc^ noted the unusuJl red in her 
checks, and red with Pam was always a danger signal. 

"I have been rgde again to Mr. Maxse, butrl do hate 
him so. ^ He mak« my flesh creep, nasty jelly-fish ! ” 
Caralet supi)rcsscd a laugh that was not entirely without 
'the clement of plensurc. 

■“ Be careful,‘my dear ! ” 

‘‘./Well, he is. Father is <wice as fng, ^t father is as 
Wd as ffon, and Mr. Maxy looks M if he’d collapse if 
«)u pricked him—bah ! ” . 

yherc was something unchildlikC in her (fislike of^er 
aunt’s husht^hd, and Cazalet realised it. “ He is considered 
handsome,” he observed iiildly, iis they cane out into the • 
sun, where his little dog-carj was waiting for bhn. Pam 
gqt in without asking leave a^d h6 drove off. 

“ I know. H^’s handsome—but I hate him. He kissed 
me (me cfey,” she added half amasedSy, “andV neyly 
put his eye dut,» f only meaiet to scratch him, but be 
wriggled.” 
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•Cazalet did not’ laugh. It h|d come to seenr toAiira 
hii dlity to present as best he could this wild^vine planted 
by Ms advice in the home soil. “ You are too big to 
scratch people”,he said seriously. * 

“ Then I’m too big to be kissed,” was her prompt reply. 
They drove down the long avenue, pa>t the lodge, and 
out Jnto file sunny road .high. ^ 

“ I am coming to tea,” Pam remarked %t leaftth. " I 
haven’t* be«n for a long time.” 

' “ Did yoi* te|l any one ? ” 

"Ndt but they^on’t be anxious, iney .ire usea lo 
my being late. All Yeolaricls are unpunctual, my G. F. 
says^^d when t am later tlft^i usual, they scntl for Pilgrim 
aij|l she'tells them how much^worsfl I u^ed to be, and that 
consoles them.” - * 

i' Will, it appears to me that you do aboufr as you Hke 
in most things.” ^ 

Th%y had* reached the turn in the road and were off 
betwokn golden stulible field?, hsyondwhicli the little town 
lay hidden in a fold in the hills. 

I always do what I lik*.” 

"Always? That is iniijD|sibl^. 

Their eyes met defiantly. ” Well—if I absolutely can’t, 
then I stop bothering and flo some other thing that I 
want to.” The whole of philosophy in a nutshell. 

Mrs. €Iamp, Cazalet’s housekeeiKT, was ver^ fond of 
Pajn, and the child’s coming w.xs th« signal for the pro? 
duction of such wonders as damson jani» sweet biscuits, 
and even exceedingly hardr sweets done up in stypecl 
paper, of which tl»e»house was at other times appa(ipni%' 
innocent. 

^am was hungry, ^nd enjoyed her least with child¬ 
hood’s pleasing greediness. 

Cazalet watched her a,little v/istfully. 

“ Panf,’i M said aker a Jong pause, " What do you 
hear from you; mother ? ’i ^ 

‘‘Nothing in particulai. are .both well, and 

la^et ^as been Singing a great deal. Pigs have bIgun, 
and Assubtina, *the fajin^s daugti^, 1m twins. I 
with," the added^*licking her spoon, ‘‘ that I had twins.” 
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" Bles^ me I Web, pernaps yoa may, iiom^ day.” 

Mre. Hamp,»who had •come in'on some house^rife^ 
pretext, langhed heartily. " PerhajA yOur hus|)an'd 
might not be t)leas#dt though. Miss Pam. The doctor, 
poor dear^gentlenfen, was very much pdt out, the^last 
time-” ^ 

" I am not going to have a husband.” 

“ Well, reallj*! Now what a ^oung lady you are? to 
be sure I *^here’s np danger of your being an old /naid,” 
eiaw:i^ated the good woman hastily, to cover h^r own and 
her master’stconfusion. 

Pam laughed. ^ 

“ Who said I was going to Ije an old ma'd ? Of course 
I shan’t. I shall have ^ a loVtr and he will adore n»*, as 
father adores mothljr, but miA-riage is a belise.” 

Poor Mrs. Hamp left the room overcome. 

“Jmagine' me beiijg an old maid,” remarked Pafli, 
Jielping heiielf ageiin t© damson jam. 



CHAPTER VIII 


One of the Advantages of being a nomad is thit one.hw 
almost Jiteraily co social duties. 

One camps for a*time wh^e one likes, seiuug up uuc s 
movable Ljures ajd Penates iq strange nooks whpsc strange¬ 
ness gives no shock; the sofl-pillows are brought out to 
de«k a new comer; the old tillc(jtwith new flowers, 
have a.charm of ftieir own in their familiarity that prosy, 
sta(^-at-home porcelain does not knovy. 

All these ^hings, provided that^he unc pa sun wuu 
count^ is there too, wearing i^ Petersburg the little red 
slippere,you bought her that dhy in Cairo^ or with the 
back of his dew head leaning comfortably, in Palemjp, 
against the j3illow you embroideredVr him m Christiania, 
Guy Sacheverel and Paulinfc*Ye(Vand knew these things, 
and while \hey had made Vill^ Arcadic the home nest into 
which the^ dropped after all their flights, they had travelled 
a great ^eal in the careless Bohemian way that Pauline 
in spite of her birth, sccm’ed to understand better 
than he. His Bohemianism* was tlfat of habit, little 
bourgeois as he had been born; hcr’s \9as that of the 
heart and soul. * 

" The third day ol rain, Guy I Can the summe 4 rcaJjy 
be^gone ? ’’ _ 

" It looks that way, aearesi. What shall^ we do ? ” ' 
"Go somewhere; anywhere,.where the sufl shines, ui 
where It^ a ^eal decent* winter, with snow and bells." 

And in A day or tjvo off ihey would go, accompanied 
by grim Pilgrilh and the ihild, who thus was quite used 
to strange quarteij and wagon-lits, aid toH^om the c||ann 
df- th? Unknown ^d tmexpected waj as gjeat* as It was 
to hqf mother. 
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Monk’s Yeoland, with^its sober .splAdour, so strongly 
contrasted by *the* dreamy beauty of the ruins, delithlcd 
the child. * 

It was ^tally ujiMki anything that she,had ever known. 
She liked ‘the easy-goingness of hfe in hotels, she •liked 
the plays and 0 |^ra to which Pauline, feeling carelessly 
that it was a pi^ for the child, to have no imuseipent, 
had seat hec* with Pilgrim; but it pleased her to 
be surroucded by ^rfectly drilled servants, to "have a 
sifti»g-room of her own, and her bath-room with its gleaming 
white tiles ^as a source of ncvcr-endin^g delight to* her. 

All the things that had rattftr bored her mother touched 
in the child* a chord that vynutcd all thfough her^yi its 
responsiveness. . - 

Even the delicicras food ha'd its place ki the great whole 
which went, to making her so content. She was iranljly 
goufmei, ^ .quality timt her father had given her, and i 
•Lord Yeoland was mu*a aipused by her thoughtful rppre- 
^aation of his viands and *wnb. * 

"iRatty doesn’t know claret from ginger-beer,” the old 
man said one.d^, t6«which toe fat boy replied stoutly, 
'•Yes, I do, grandfather, ^pd I like ginger-beer and 
loathe claret; nasty inky stuff.” 

Pam raised her claret-glass and looked at it against the 
light. “ I like it; it is smooth and a little sour, and I 
feel as if*I were drinking rubies,” she remarked. ' 

• Dick Maxse, who Jiad just^oome home from a fortnight 
in ^own, and Iqokcd very seedy, groaned. " There are 
, occasions,” he said to his father-in-law, " when claret is 
nf-' Snly wine a man can look at.” 

" ^ufte so; have some more, Dick I ” 

.Lord Yeoland's eyes t\vin{:led. Maxse was a scanfp, 
a spendthri4*and a rake, but he had a saving sense of 
humour. Pam, on the coi\^rary, {ooked at the man whom 
she had been instructed to call uncle, and whom she stead¬ 
fastly called nothing at all, witl^ the frank disgust that he 
ne’^er failed to bring to her eyes. 

Herlooked up 4nd saw her. 

'* What are you thinking abc^it, Ameua ?" he asked 
good-humouredly. 



If My name is noP Anjelia, and you know it.” 

‘i I ^ y®'^ pardon. Well, Pamela, of \»hat were you 
thinking ?" 

“Of you. I wondering why*your eyes ^oy#. aw— 
borriA” 

“ Shut up, Pam, you are a cheeky ^ttle beggar l' 
The children sat side side, and Rj^ty accompanied 
his admonition with a sharp kick under thg tablp. 

The next^noment he had given a sjiort yell„and bent 
over his pla^ in pain. “ I’ll teach you to kick me,,you 
little cMaglia / * the little girl cried. 

Mrs. Maxse was dot at luncheon that day, and the two 
men, both inclined to l(pk«on the children in the light 
of a t7od»sent amusement for thenjsclves, laughed. 

^am turned to ^axsc. ‘‘ ft any oneAad given me such 
a Jfnock, my father wouldn't have lauglicd,” she ^d. 
"It must have been a fearful blow." . , 

“ V'yiat would your father h^vc dfhle ? ” 

H(’d have—whacked th« p(;rson who tiid it.” 

Maxse watched her closely; he was int^ested in Jier, 
for in the child he felt the future w^itian, and she cham^d 
him. He would have given considt-ralj^' more than he 
could afford to have had Pafli seVn or eight years older, 
for in his*vay he was a student of human nature, 

“ Shall I—whack you ? ” 

Luncheon was over and they rose as she spoke* 

" If you like ; but I supi^se you’re ^afraid I’d bite you.’l 
^ If you bite me I’ll sjjank* you.” 

He was teasfng, But his ey^ ajipealeti siiii lo the woman ^ 
she was going to ly» She looked at him. " If jfou sfat^k^i 
me I’ll— kill you,” she said Slowly. * 

Vor answer, he caught he/ and kissed her. 

She did not struggle, but whc» he set ficj" down, #Be 
flew at him lijje a wild beast, ar^<l with all her force butted 
him in ll^e stomach, so that be fell .against a chair, and 
then to the fl^r. 

“ThereI” she shrieketf the anger m ner small lace 
^tost^ it, and she ^as white about thb noseband g|OUth 
fo am alaftning way. 

Lord Yeoland stood silent for a moihent and then said 
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to her steAly, " Go up to your room,' Pamela, and stay 
thefe until I wnd for j4u.” ' • 

Without ^ word she obeyed him. 

“ You may go, Ra\ty.” 

Then tKe old raafi watched his son-in-kw drink a glass 
of water. * “ That was quite a blow, Dick.” * 

" A blow, sir t I thought she would have^ldlled me. 
I—I haven’t gyt my wind back«ye 3 .” 

" Conf,; outt>n the terrace with me, will you ? You’re 
still rathef-green.” ‘ For the time being gout \tas defeated 
and • Lord "^eoland walked as well as any %ne |)ut for 
a slight lameness, the result, it was said, of an old 
bullet. 

The two men crossed theTbla6k and white stops ifloor 
of the hall in silenoe, add sate down under a big oak outside 
the (joor. 

“ \Vhat dfl you want me to do to her, Dick ? ” 

Tdie old snan 1ft a.^'igar and leaned back comfortably 
•in his wicker chair. ic ' , 

"Do to her ? I don’t*i5[uite understand.” Th^ was 
trues for Dick Maxse was not vindictive. ' 

^ Yes. Shall J spaijk her, or shut her in her room, or 
—what ? It was We, trhatiShe did.” 

His air of complete detachment from whatever matter 
chanced to be in hand often puzzled people, arfd Maxse 
had cven^yct not got quite used to it. 

Well, he said ruefully,* " I shan’t be able to move 
fb-morrow, I daresay. It wad" a cruel return for a kiss, 
but* I don t want' you to punish her. She does hate being 
rkisse^, doesn’t she ? ” . -o 

* ^ By you at least. I havft noticed' that she is rather 
.keen on kissing Cazalet.” 

• Cazzy I Well, I am not a vam man, but-” 

Lbrd Yeokfid laughed. ^ " I agree with you, but the 
fact remains that she does dishke von cq Suppose •you 
stop teasing her! ” » - 

Teasing doesn’t nurt children,” returned Dick, unex- 
[^temy mulish,*^ often is the way with men of hi? type. 
It cures them of a lot of nonsense.” '' 

That may bl, bytT doh’t wistv you to lease Par**. 
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''Wdl,8lr,apon word I don’t quite unders!bid you! 
(mI b^in by asking me’to name Ifer pur\jshnjent, and eud 

By forbidding you to tease ner., ^t^ so; that is 
redsely what I •have done. The fact* is, Ma^, you 
oulchft want to tease her (it is a new word for kissing) 
she were a boy, and you know it. Sh^oesn’t know It, 
ossibly, bu? she feds it, end that is, r t^ink, why she 
-knocke^ you down.” A faint smile stBred Ae old 
lan’s lips. * To change the subject, hdW is yoiA horse’^ 
>ot ? ” , 

But Maxse rose and with a s^iKy answw snolfed away. 
Lord Yeoland ^watched him. Maxse’s walk was very 
haraat«iatic, had a curidhs stranger chosen to study it. 
fisrfather-in-law knew the ins* and butsjiof his character, 
uch as ij was, too tftoroughly for curiosity, but the sprin^ss 
tralk, the hunching shoulders, the movement of ’the heavy 
lips, told their story so well that he sigjied Involuntarily. * 
He t|mself liad been fast ^rlfcugh in his day; he had 
hank 4^ood deal, had played,*And had ioved not wisely 
)ut too often. T3ut there is a well.bred wdy of wasting 
)ne’s life, and Dick had nflt discot^red it.* He was As 
:oarse in his pleasures as a steblemfin, and had not learned 
the saving^ace of looking ill and interesting after a liout; 
ae looked,^ Pam had exprcss'ed it, simply “ horrid." 

” Send Miss Pamela to me, Thomas,” Lord ^Yeoland 
said sudienly to the footman*who came to remove the 
coff#e-tray, and a few minut&«later Pain stood, very erect,' 
before him. 

” Are you not ashamed oi yourself ? ” he asked steipiy 
The two pair of*<fyes loolid steadily into cdch othci* 
H^bad an Idea that ih^ was sot taking him with sufhcicnl 
seriousness, and drew his white eyebrows down an* 
frowned at her. 

“ How coul(^ you so fair forget yourscii t 
" I di<iii*tTorget my^lf. \won’t be'kissed, grandfather, 
90 there’s an end of it!” 

“ He is your uncle.” 

•|“Hfe*isjiot my unele.' 

" I{e is your aunt's husband, vihicff i; thb same uung. 



PAM 


Aunt Rosamond isi^’t my reaf auQt, is she ? ” 

" Of coursd she is your real aunt. , ^at on eartl) do 
you mean*?” 

" I m^n, mother* isn’t father’s wife^ you know, so I 
thought-^” His face softened at her innocent serioasness. 

“ My dear, do you know that it is very, very sad, that 
your mother is.S^ you say, not, your father’s arife ?’’ 

“ Sad ? I ^on’t think it is exactly sad, for they have 
such a g(^ time tPgether.” . ’ 

• Nevertheless it would be much better jf they were 
fliarried. K they were, your name would be Saclfeverel— 
that is Kennedy, and your fnother could come here, and 
every one would be glad to^see her,” ^ ^ 

Pam suddenly sat down xross-legged on the ^ass, juid 
res^d her chin iif'her hanch “ I know, Pilgrim is always 
saj^ such things. But—I don’t think married people 
are happ};, do 3 jou ” 

It was so ludicrotS and so pathetic at the same time 
that the old man did noi^tnbw what to answer. 

‘‘ Some mafried people are very happ}*.” 

But mosf aren’t!* Poor Madame de Vaucourt hated 
her other husband, ahd had to get a divorce from him; 
then Aunt Rosamund “anc^—that man—you jdon’t call 
them happy, do you ? ” * 

Her eyes had their most monkey-like expression as she 
looked at him. 

• " Well, I don’t jpiow; they were very much in ^ove 
when they werc,,married, or at least-” 

Instantly she pounced on tthe weak "poin’t in his state- 
Jjeift. . 

" There I You see ! They used to be, and now they 
' wen’t 1 Well, just look at mother and father! WSy, 
G.JB., they |o»re each other so ! It is—beautiful.” 

” So Carmet said.” 

There was a long pause. • Then the old mai. sighed. 
Something had happened, he'^was not sur^what, but his 
pleasure in th^ child as a quSfeer little animal, bom to 
arause hinj, had’gone. For the ^t-time he'reili?^ 
that she had, somewhere^ a soul. anH ft" * 
be cultivated. 
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VWell, my dear|’ hf said, g^tly laying his'delicate 
hai^ an her knot (jf hir. “ I have asked Mr. Maxse not 
to loss you, and I must also beg you to dvil to him. 
He is a guest in my house." 

"Okl" 

She whirled round and stood facing hinv " I am sorry. 
You pay tell him that I am very soj^. I will never 
either scratch or knock him down agalj^.” ^as for 
discipline that at this remark they bothjjurst ou^iaughing. 

But when^he had run away, he sat a long time, vcSy 
thoughtful. 



CHAPTER IX 


to'Rd Yeo^nd had never had a son, and when^ne had, 
to her own great surprise, b^en bom to Rosamund Maxse, 
the old man’s joy had been ^reat. 

“ You must name him, father,"^ his daughter said to him, 
as he sat by he|j holding he red-faced newcomer ra(ther 
skKfuUy in his arms, " if you won’t have him called after 
you.’' And Lord Ycoland had named him. 

‘fhe tiscount Clv’dcs Adrian Joseph de^ Rattrec haa 
been a friend of his lordsl^p’s in their twentie.'. The 
two had dwelt togcthei \vith much satisfaction and a 
gotd deal of c.xtravagancc in a certain quiet street in 
l\iris which had bceci less quiet after their pdvent than 
k‘forc it. 

Oil sont Ics nci^cs d'anlan is all very well, Ibut ot) esi 
Ic soldi d'anlan would have been better, for wliich of us, 
as he or she grows older, does not dream more of the 
sunshine than of the snows of yester year ? 

The golden warn.th of the old sun, the hot sweetness 
it.used to draw from the nodding Jilac.-plumes, where 
are, they? 

/ Syrqly'laughter is less merry, tears less spontaneous 
than of yore. In a word, oe csi le sikxl d'anlan ? o 
, Lord Yeoland narned^ his grandson as much in memory 
of‘the old (i.iys as in tnat of his friend, de Rattrec, a bit 
of sentiment over which he himself who^atu^Iy had 
grown from a charnlmg. sligl^ly cymical young man, to be 
a charming, slightly cynical oldlone, half laughed. 

Ratty Maxse«^s a monstrous baby, and speedily grew 
into U monstrous child. He was dear to his grandfather, 
but the old mfn wished he were not quire so overwhelm' 
ingly fat. The child was built in bulging curves, bis 
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like hams, his ^hedb shook %ke prppeijy made pink 
jeDlks. Later, his back view, in knickers, was a temptation 
to unmerited chastisement. 

Pauline and Roaamund having been httractiv^imiKiren, 
Lord teoland watched his grandson with an expectation 
of sudden development of beauty that not without 
its pathetic fide. He had«had many dis4)p«intments, but 
this rather ludicrous one was not the easie^ to blar, for 
it came at a*time when hope, even in^ buoyatft bosom, 
begins tg quftt down. 

It had bwn a sheck to hipi when Pauline went away, 
and his conscicnc^, rudimentary as he had kcpt^it tlirough 
a carofu! j>rocess of constant j^runing, had sometimes 
whiapered to him that ft might not*hav^ hapi«ned if he, 
just whqp she was Rowing to womanhood, had not, 

Jo Jvery enchanting and engrossing lady not* known^to 
court circles, been living almost entirf'^n'London, leaving 
her.at ^ome with her dull sijtiS' to amuse herself as best 
she mifjljt- 

Misfortunes ulually going in flocks, it hafdly surprifcd 
him when jiis daughter’s ^lopem(4d had Leen closely 
followed by the lady not knowm'to coflrt circles being 
suddenly bfbught to see the errors of her ways and marrying 
a youthfuf baronet, popularly supposed to lx: not quite 
right. 

Lord Yeoland was in the early fifties then, and can 
harcHy lx; blamed for resenting, a year^ir so after the last 
sad event, a s|ries»of those stiff-necked attacks of gout 
which warn a man that he *might as well stop dy«n^ 
his moustache. 

His resentment, however, w«s both invisible and short¬ 
lived, for he was too clever to fijht against such odds; 
and realising that he had for .years lx.'en’burning ffis 
candle at botl#ends, handed .over his matchbox without 
a protest, ind Mcame not -ungracefully the old man that 
his way of hving, rather than the number of his yearj, 
had mad^ him. 

Natflftilljj, when^'he a*icw years later, met M. dfe Kattrec, 
a welj got-up old dandy, with tBc oglipg eye of the old 
(lays ogling l^t dim, his good stories still told, but 



grown 'musty, that ^ old ass’s ^ and graces, ihad 
disgusted him. One is so hard on one's cast-off vice 1 
Young de ^attrec, as has been said’ pefsisted in regain¬ 
ing thejeast atti^crtive of children, and then in steadily 
developlBg into Ihe least attractive of.bo^, and the old man, 
who was still jp the jwinful stage of hopeless hope when 
Pam arrived, small bundle of wonderful possibilitie, 
turnec^to hy with an eagerneJs that had long fed*on his 
disappointment ip his grandson. ^ , 

• Jhat summer afternoon when Dick Maxsf had gone off 
•to sulk, L<''d Yeoland sat for nearly an tour tuwing over 
and over in his mind all these thing#. 

Pam, ^ well as being likat har all too enchanting father, 
was really astoundii^ly l^e hinjself, and this -ft In any 

A • relative, quite, irrespective of the 

adVabilit^ of such resemblance. Her sudden fit of 
tamper, over A^pxse’s kiss had really delighted thi oU 
man, for he knewttAt had he been in her^ilace he would 
have done precisely the ^n*e thing. 

^And |hcn he had Ix'cn, in las carele^ way, W&nd and 
Sd h fl^URhler, and while it had not only 

■ “ hvn. '’“6^ but^used him, 

t 17 ^ l^arcrtt'to the world, even to Cazalet, 

Paui*inp’<; "hy? ^ only his conviction of 

1 aulinc s indifference which had prevented his making 

l e expenment that the qld steward had undertaken wi!h 
I Such a mixture of sentiment^ 

So Pam was doa'r to him* for more than one reason* and 

^.sne nad brought him a new interest m.life 

Me* (hstinct fiersonalitydelighted him: she was as 

.WiT" o' '•O-OO' 

u, pittasufo, though Sot qiute in the 

Bi^d her wonderful mimicrj^of that trlric woman^t 

library <n<l vratch 

Some of Svwnburnc’s splendid . indecencies, were 
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4 integ her favourit^, they ilould have been among 
Ra\aglia’s had the ttalian spoken EnglisR ; dhd the sharp 
contfet of the child's thrilling voice, deepened to tBe amazing 
travesty of her mc^el’s, uttering whafhfe galled tl^ purple 
words,•and the innocent pride in her eyes, gavtf him the 
most exquisite amusement. 

Onc^, afttf a recitation behind closed doors to her 
appreciative and abnormally solemn grandpSrent, ^e said 
to her: ^ Pam, word of honour not to iecite thq^e things 
to any one hut me.” 

“ Not ^ven to*Ri^tty ? ” 

“ No I Good heavens, no ! *’ 

The child scratAed the morlkj'y's head pensively. “ Very 
well. (f. h.,* I promise. «Now t|ll me'whv ? ” 

The old man waa^ as he jjut it to himself, st.iggcrcd Jbr 
a miyneift. Then he decided to tell the truth, a proccMing 
that he had found as a rule the most jV)litic, 

" WeU, bec<tuse, though vei^ heauTiful, and as you 
obsdrverVa moment ago, vA-)* ^Jramatic, they are not 
usually the poen»s that small girls rfcite. Small girls <ls 
a rule recite al)Out—well, ai»out biils, an^ flowers, and 
angels—anefeuch things.” 

Pam nodded. 

” I knovw. Awful rot. I much prefer things I can't 
understand.” 

He rcrailed the at»urdly wise exiiression in hdf small 
face ^ she had said it. How,he ii.id niijoyed her! And 
now—had he got t(j stop ? Must he havt^ lu-r Irimmod 
and pruned ? * , 

Another of his aniutemenis nan oeeii to take h«r to the' 
picture gallery and in^ke her use her powers of obsTTva- 
tion on the jiortraits oPher maternal ancestors. "What, 
do you think of that one ? ” he wSuld ask, stoPI’i'ig 
chair opposite ^le portrait in quAtion, and watching her 
as she stud^d ft. 

” He looks veiy kincR but sfupid ; rather like a priest.” 

" Are they kind and stupid ? ” 

” Thf^*have to be kiqd, you know, auo i oi^’t tlflnk 
many of thi*m are the cleverest of Ihei^famiWes.” 

“ Aad the one above our friend Yellov^ Waistcoat ? ” 

D 
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" He » nicer; more ^teresting, I mean. I'm sure^he 
had a dimple when he laughed, aifd he has beautiful’ 
hands.” • ^ 

And sq it went. 

One (fay she discovered in a comer af small portfait of 
a man in Cavalier costi^me, with a long scar on his cheek. 

" Oh, this one f .This one I love, G. F. Whp was he ?" 
she cri^d, her* h^ds clasped. * 

“ That’s wnat tou must tell me, my de^. ,You hke 
him,?" ^ 

" Like him ? No- I—If he were alcve I should be 
afraid of him, but—I should adore him. I should love 
him, really, you know, as irptljer loves ,father.” 

" He was an excellgit ydhng man,” said Lord Yooland, 
welching her clo^«.ly, “ ver^ religious and studious. That 
la(l^«a the crimson cloak was his wife. Yhey had seventeen 
childrerg and it^is said that he could say the whole Actj 
of the Apostles bylve&rt. He used to do so,pvery morning 
liefore breakfast.” » . 

;rhe child’s eyes were fixed on his face, and ^vhen he 
ceased speaking, sheliurst out angrily. " It is not true ; 

I don’t believe\c was'religious and knew thipgs hke that 
by heart. I don’t believe 2hat hideous old thing was his 
wife at all. You are tea,sing me! ” 

“ Right 1 I wanted to see whether you’d believe me. 
Now tlrat you do not, supjwse you tell me wh^t you do 
think about Sir Digby; he ^japjxins to be one of the few 
alx)ut whose life I'can give*you a little information.” 

Pam stood opposite thej)icture, sue svn streaming in 
ion*her bpek, and splashing over the dark face of the man 
she* was studying. 

" I think that he w-as Wad," sJit: said ; " really lad, 
ypu know. J think he, gambled awfully, for heaps of money, 
and that hi drank out ota big silver flagon and got drunk; 
not sleepy or silly drunk, .but' the kind ^hen, they get 
angry, and fight. And I tMnk he, could sing, rather like 
father only not so well; and *that he lotted women very 
much.” ' ^ f 

‘‘ThatWerfjp thfre in blue really w^ his wnfe,'' put in 
her hearer casually. " Well, go on—he loved his wife- 
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* “ I didn't say bk Jored <{113 wfte. I don’jt believe,” with 
a.shaip glanM at the lady in question, “Jhat he did. 
I tod he loved women in general. ^ I, think he made love 
sprendidly, you Jknow.” 

” Dear me ! ” 

Lord Yeoland started, his rfbber-tjVed wheels silent 
on the old«t>ak floor. Her diagnosis was stprtingly correct. 

“ You are about right. He was mu(A as ^ou say, 
and th# sc* came from a duel. But-*-you haifc describ^ 
a very bad^nan, young woman, do you know it ? ” 

Pam* laughed. I know. He looks bafi, but he is 
interesting, and I love him,” she said. “ I find most 
goo<imen so vAy duU, (j. t', 1 ” 



triAPTER’X 


An 6 now Lord Yeolandhad suddenly realised thrt he could 
nof, for his oWa peace of mind, go on enjo^ng his ^and- 
child. 

Cazalet had discovered ai|,d* brought Her to Monks’ 
Yeoland with the tiresome pufpose of having her “brought 
'up akri educated. '' 

His lOidshiphad delighted in her, and had drawn heV ou^, 
with ‘his old lack «of ‘all feeling of responsibility in the 
development of his own children intensified 'strongly by 
khe facts both of her pargntage and her power, in her 
pristine condition, to anjuse him. > 

Now, by a fliw,wortfs^shc had so suddenly shifted him 
to a new view jwht fliat he was almost giddy, and to 
balance himself mentally caught at that most obvious of 
su[)ports, the Rector. ’ 

There was no help for it. She must be sent to Cun¬ 
ningham. 'Cunningham wouKl'teach her the proper stuff 
and dnll lier into thft usual rpental manoeuvres of young 
English maidens.« And—spoil her—he reflected ruefully. 
C.RaUy’s tutor, who had boon at home, Tince Pam’s 
myival. indvlging in a long convalescent; after an attack 
of typlifiid fever, would soon be bark. The old ma§ 
browned imjiatiently. " 

Brngham CQJtld teach 'd’am some few things, such as 
how to add a column of ngiires, how to know a Latin 
verb from a noun at sight, and’how to spell. 'The old man 
took it for granted that the'child fcouJd not spell, no 
Yeoland could; £qd to him, whom she charmed, she was 
all Yeoland ., So between Cunninghaip and jtiung Bbigham 
she would do. h was*a great pity, but R evidetUy bad 
to be. 
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' Evelyn, Ratty'i si%ter\comiig across the lawn as he 
cached this point-saw her grandfather hnd joined him. 
y* GrandpapJk, nave you seeen Pam ?” ^htf asked. She, 
rls a pretty blonde child vith cvlHa apd swe#f eyes. 

Lord YeolanS was not fend of her, for no particular 
eason, but she was of the typelof women that he had all 
lis life deiignated as “ rabbity,” fend slje made him yawn. 

” Yes, she was here *a moment ago, irf^ dea^ I don’t 
icnow •where she went. Did you aad Miss fester have 
1 nice Un» at the rectory ? ” 

" '\^s, than# you, grandi)apa. Mrs. Cunningham showed 
us her postage-stlmp albifln and her school-books. Just 
fancy, her sch%ol-books*aii; all neatly covered with chinti, 
just as She had thenj when^hc was a little girl, and they 
^1 have her nwie written on the fltst page—‘ Chaflotte* 
^ouisa Percy.’ Isn’t it interesting ? ” , 

“ Charming. Perfectly charming*. J think you will find 
Pan^ somewhere in the old j;ard(?n,'*my dear.” • 

* “ Oh, yes. I don’t thiilk 4’^ look for her, though. She 
mak?l me do, tilings I oughtn’t, Miss Keater says.” . 

Lord Yeoland bright(|ned. ",^oes ^h^ ? ” he {|pked 
briskly. »" Wiat kind of thin^ ?*” 

Evel 3 jn was a nice chilif .'fnd had not meant to be a tale* 
bearer,^ she hesitated tikI wished she needn’t answer. 

■' What kind of things, 1 said,” insisted the old man 
sharply', for he wanted fo» stamp on Evelyi! when she 
^ug holes in the grass witlj her toe% in that way. 

" I'm sorry I^said it, grandpajia—n(;t bad things you 
know, only* mischievous. .Yesterday she made j^e pijpk 
a lot of green wi»tcr pears.” 

“ Made you ? Why the—why did you do it' 

‘‘ She—she maaiw me.” * 

" What could she do to yot ? How ijpuld she rfnake 
you ? Now for God ’5 sake don’t cry, I don’t mind the 
pears^I,on^ want to knoAr. How.did she make you pick 
a lot of peajs if y<)u didn’t want to ? ” 

Evelyn bit her lip, Hlit answered jpr^vcly enough! " I 
dcft’fknow how, grjjidpapa, but she did. 1 ” 

" I Ae. Did she happen to teE you,* my'dear (you tee 
I fern not at all angry!) why she made you ?" 
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" Yes. She wanted tdsee Ji s^e (jpuld. She always 
wants to see \»hether she can make pqople do what sfie 
wants.” 

" Ah! ^nd cay iitf, as amile ? ” 

Evelyn nodded, half pr^id of her emng reiawves 
power. “ Yes, she can.I She makes nurse give us jam 
whenever we wan^ it, Ind yesterday she weuldn’^, let 
Ratty ea^ one^it of his. Ratty would have cried if he 
hadn’t bec:j so big. cAnd MeWhirter cut a lot af g^denias 
for*h*r the other day.” 

*' Coaxes, does she ? ” 

“ Oh no. She just says ‘ (lo it ’ or, ‘ I Wish you to 
do so at onee,’ and then thcy-*-^ve—do.” 

“ And what did she do wit^ the gardenias ? 

" Vche gave them'' to Mary Carroway ;< her baby died, 
you khww.” , ^ 

" That,v remarked ’Lord Yeoland, laughing and rising, 
t was generous of h?r fit le^st. Why didn’t* you remind 
•her that the gardenias hagjKnfcd to belong to me ? ” ' 

“ I did, grandpajia.” 

"eWcll ? Wjia^ did*^he say 

“ She said that ^e didn’t care if they were the queen’s, 
that she wanted them ancl wdu'ld have them.” „ 

The old man crossed the lawn to the right, and walked 
slowly down the slope to the path leading to the rectory. 
It was a great pity. Originolfty, a most unusualnquality 
in women, seemed to,be the ct|ild’s by right of inheritan^, 
and now he was giving her into the haryis of Cunningham 
i\yho ]^ould root it out and leave nothing but a scar in its 
j^cc. " However,” he thought, with fliglimmer of hope, 
she hjfe a pretty strong will,' it appears, and may refuse 
TO jie cultivated into the usual'monotony.” ' 

And indeed Jtam did mJt show any particular love for the 
process placidly planned byHhe excellent Cuniyngham. 

Sent to the rectory a few daV-s later in a fresh frwk and 
her second-best hat, she surprised the good m%n by bringing 
with her, in heu pf Caliban whoA she had been forbidden 
to tak^, a snaall snake which she produced irom her'^yicket 

and showed the Rectoi^with pride, but a certain shspicioQS 
gravity. i 
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^My dear child,|how ^ry clfegusting! Don’t put it 
on me, I beg of jtAiI” 

‘\Who made! it ? ” mquired the ^pupii sblemnly, a 
fonnula used by Miss Kester |when*SlK Jierself#ii[ad b^n 
found»killing snaib with her ^pper, 

" God made it, of course," retimed lijr. Cunningham, 
as wa# proper, " but He di^ not mein it for a domestic pet." 

Pam returned the little creature to her fKx;ke^ which 
she clos^ by means of a large safety-pi;i, and t^en sitting 
down, foldeiher hands and looked up inquiringly. 

It wjS a cool*afternoon and the pleasanteold drawing¬ 
room was agreeably heated 6y an open fire, before which 
the master and pupil sat. 

“^Your ‘grandfather h:is ask^d me, mv dear Pamela, to 
have a talk with •you, with a view to—h'm infonr.ftig 
myself fomewhat as to the amount of religioui instfhetion 
^ou hav*e thus far had—A’m / ” 

“ I l^ve not had any at alii’ 

, The Rector knew this, bflt«i^ seemed the place lor a 
little kiffdly horror. When he had ^done hm duty in ihis 
respect, he went on. “ You arc tej),* I Ixtliuve.” 

“ I shall he eleven the foyrteen^i of Nr)vemlx*r.” 

"Just so. So we may count that you can be con¬ 
firmed- 

" I am not going to be confirmed! 

" Not going-’’ 

P^im patted her pocket, which Uie little snake had* 
begun to give wriggles of impatience, anii smiled gravdy 
into Mr. Cunnfngham’s face. • 

" No. I hope yom don’t mind ? ” 

But my dear cljild- 

" 1 have never beeiT christened, you see, so it hardly 
seems worth while." 

The Rector, rose. had dhristened an3 confirmed 
Pauline If^olahd; her “ falF” had been a severe blow 
to him, and he, had flever c*eascd to pray for her. Now 
here was her own child telfing him that ^he had not only 
so fyi«{dl^tten her dignity as Lord Yeoland'» dai^hter 
as'to ran\way ftora home with«a married op^ singer, 
but that in the. two years that h#! elapsed befow 



the birth of her child, the h^-'d fqrgotten his teacfling. 
as not even to htve that poor little offspring of sin given, ' 
in the name pf Christ, the only name’that could be r^y 
hers. 

He wawea up ana aownyi pained silence foi a iiaJiUClUf 
and then turned " But, Pamela, you must be christened. 

I cannot understand—it 
“ Oh,J wa^borii on a yacht, ^ou know, and then fater— 
well, I s^]ipose tfjey forgot. I really don't mind a bit, 
tiiongh," she added consolingly. 

‘ “ My poor, child.” The good man’s uninteresting eyes 
filled with tears, and Pam jumixid up and rushing to him 
caugtit hi9 hand. 

” Oh, please don't! Diyj’t be ,so sorry. I never cared 
a Ji(in. They’d ha'to let me lie I’m sure, d I had wanteiTto.” 

” P’s 110^ that, my dear, but tliat you are so—such 
—i! is St) dreadfyl that you have not been christened.” 

Her f.ue lightened siidj|enly, and slip])mg hej hands 
around his arm, she gave ibatittle squeeze. 

” 0 h—nowri sec. Waul—I will 1 k‘— if you wane me to. 
’^1 just as bopn^as iiol'^-^ I mean christened. So please don’t 
be sorry. I ean’,t be.'irdo have peoi)le be sorry ! ” 

“ You wish me to diristcr/ 3011 ! ” 

” Slie smiled kindly at him. " W’ell, as long as you 
want to, yon may. I’m not particul.irly keen on it, but 
you may,'and whenever yoh like.” o 

> Her air of mal^ng a go* 1 -naturcd concession to an 
uiyoasoiiable but favourite child would have convulsed 
one jHissessed of the "^ightest sense of humour, but 
a wise Pyjvidcncc had denied the g()wJ Rector that very 
grcdt'-gift ([H,‘rhaj)s liccaiisb his marriage was already 
planned in Iieaven, and Charlotte*touisa Percy was not 
d^tined to Ilf a delight to one who did possess it), and he 
did not oven smile. ^ 

Pam arranged witli him liiat the ceremony ghould take 
place the following Wednesday in the church. It could 
not be on Tuesday, as she hacran engagement. 

She did not me’ntion that the en^agernent was tpmiected 
with two Itrrets and^er.cousin jk mai/t-gauchf <iel^ttiec 
G. Y. Maxsc. 



chatter' XI 

Lord Yeol4ND assisted at Pam’s christening' with, tlie 
chastenfd deniAuiour of one who realisjjs that hfe 
feelings do not fit fhe occasion, The child’s air of good- 
natured toloranc* for an okl-4ashioned suiK'rstition in which 
manj^wortiiy jx'ojile slip believ'd, almost u])sct his gravity 
moft; than once, put a glance at Cazafet’s and good Mr. 
Cunningham’s happy faces steadied it for tlie jliine# 

Mrs. Maxsc, Evelyn, and Ratty were ^also present, and 
the cei^mony*pass<?d off in a jianiifr satisfactory to them 
al!.* When it was over and*Lvrd Yeoland hail kissed his 
grandrWd’s still dam|) brow,«na scurrying n^ise was heard 
k'liind them, and down ^he aisK-* scaijijXTed Calib^, 
chattenng ifascilily. 

Pam biyst out laughing,* Snd taught him up into her 
arms. 

“ Oh you bad l)oy,” she uMiatiw'i 11.. ‘ you have 

run awai* again. And he cohidn't imagine wh^t 4^am was 
doing here m the cold old •hurch, coyld he' ” « 

Even Lord Yeoland was a little startled by the every¬ 
day sound of her voice m tlijit Sunday environtnent, and 
he burned the httt jiarty out into the jiap; Ocfobor# 

sujilight. 

‘ Wasn't it lovely, 8am ’* asked Evelyn as they turned 
towards home. 

“ What ? ^Oh, being christened ? Yc^, very nice 
indeed. ♦Qh!*! forgot to thank Mr. jCunninghara. Wait 
a minntc, Ratt^, wil> you ? *' 

Ratty followed her and reached the gestry door jwt 
in time to see he^ embrace the gocKl man. * 

•" TbanI you much," she siyd jiolitely, with the effu¬ 
sion «of one whe^ tiresome act of dfty is now happily 



5$ ifVM 

a thing of the past anS dor^^ with > " it is nice to Save*, 
a real name.*’ * , 

The Rfctoi's e^yes filled with tears. ^ He would pmt 
known iK)w to /le*J*with Inere ignorance, with obstmacy, 
or with itetual opposition ;\^but this slip of a girl \^th her 
tragic eyes an^ her qiteenly manner of making him con¬ 
cessions in this li^ttle rfatter th?it chanced to* interest him, 
foiled him utterly! 

So he pissed her, told her that he would pray for her, 
jftid sent her off with Katty, who, very bul’.>ous in a new 
suit, awaitn’ her outside the door. 

" 1 .say Pam, you arc a funny one,’’ the boy began with 
a curiosity that he did not know how td e.xpress. 

" 1 am not much like ofier cluldren, that is true,”, she 
rc'lurned indiffereVitly. ” Pilgrim says'it’s because I nave 
had s*hdi ft queer li((', but it comes from inside really,” 

Ratty’s interest in and knowledge of his own insidd 
being strictly hmiied to hif stomach, he did’not arswer. 

The two children walkid'oli for a few minutes in silence, 
and then he» Ix'gaii^ suddenly ; “1 say; Pam, "Bingham 
is- coming ba^'k to-nii-rrow.” 

” Is he ? ” . • - 

” Y(‘s. And lessons will begin. Oh, hang i*, how I do 
hate learning.” •* 

” I don’t. I like it.” 

" Waft till he makes yoci do a lot of nasty 'Latin into 
English. He’s an .awful rotter.” 

Pm not gemg to learn Latin.” 

‘ you are. Grandfuthcr says you are to learn 

''.l-verythny: with me.” '' -• 

" I ’'won't. I'm going tq learn .history, and how, to 
write like Evelyn ; that’s all.” 

t‘ You’ll ^avc to leafn whatever grandfather says, Miss 
Cocksure,” retorted the lioy. 

" Pooh ! Pm not his child ; nor yours either,'Fat Boy, 
and no one in the world cart make me do what I don’t 
Whnt to.” « . 

Shb slung the monkey to her other‘arm, and j Ratty, 
looking at herhn vejeed edmiration, sa^that ho" red hp« 
were drawn tight tn a way very like hw grandfather’s. 
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. '* Aow do you do it ? *1 %an Moi do what they say ? 

[ often try, and I alv^lys fail sooner or laftr.”* 

“ Oh, you 1 ” sht returned with good-n^tuitd dbntempt, 

‘ YouV^'ddn’t do»i| because yo4 care^l»otit things^” 

“ Care about things ? ” ‘ 

“ Yes; about food, and __^^resents, and 

;hing5.". 

" Well, don’t you care about ’em ? ” ' 

She stoppcd*and looked at him. “ No. Whci^i want 
0 have my own way the only thing in the world that* 
nterests me is gertini' it. 1 don’t care if tlnjy shut me 
ip, and I forget all al)out the s\t’ects and things they don’t 
et us hgve. I onl^ want offe thing at a time, and I want 
t hard. That’s the way* I alw.'3^’s ged it.” 

Ratty sighed. “ i wish I were like yefu, but I’m notf 
[ want, or’like, such a lot of tilings at a time.” • * 

•I Know. So you always give in. Tt is,” she ^iddctl 
Aith a sudden assumption of wisjoni, better for children 
to obey; every one says so, fiaflKularly Pilgrim. Only 
—it doesn't amuso mo to oliey.” 

Ratty maintained a dejiresswl silence for aiew minutes ;• 
the presence *1 such uiideiii.^I^c n^*iit*al s*i[)erionty in a 
mere girl, wlio was his own cousin at that, dispinted him. 
llien suddenly the cheering thoaght occurred to him that 
Lord Yeoland's will was jKipul.irly sujijKised to lx; fairly 
strong, and* that Pam would ^rfibably in the niaftcr of 
Latin jiot have quite the walkSif'er that* she anticijiated. 

“ Well, we shalj see,i’ he observed, as they «amc out int» 
the lawn behind the house. "•Grandfather told mother 
that you were to lean? ovcrythiqg I do, that’s all I Jenow^.” 

Pap did not answerthe suljjcct had ceased to interest 
her. • 

That evening as Pilgrim dressed he? for dinnoTjthc maii 
asked whether shg had of laic had iny news from home. 

"Oh, y(#,fl forgot to tell you. They are going to 
Cannes for Christmas. Mother sent her love to you, and 
she has a lovely new pak blue dinner gown* and wishes* 
you wert ,^£ere to lace it ^p. Gaire is very nice, but not 
like Pilly, 8l4 says.** 

Pilgiifii't grim fac» softened. She bad Jeen very happy 
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at Mx>nk’s Yeoland, Ifor her airpriac aac uau naa.a • 
great socill snccess among the lervants and villagers, 
dl of ‘th^ clothing their curiosity regardingi " Jlisi 
PauliM" in^a*garmen| of cordialit^ towards t^eir ol<P 
comraie. * 


It was, of cours|, penecuy in accordance with the 
unchangeable dictatcj; of that most interesting myjtery that 
we <^1 hu/nan'nature, that 'Pilgrim’s society should now 
be mo^ sought ter than in the days befons she had eloped 
' with her young mistress and her mistress’s lover; but 
Pilgrim k^iew little about human natufe. and Wks therefore 
touched and grateful for* not being treated as she had 
more than half exiiected, as% pariah.* 

Thus the months pass^fl pleasantly enough for\he maid, 
and she had ^rown both more agreeable and *slightly 
rounder, as to shoulders and elbows, in the borafortable 
otmosphere of her old home. 

So only a fCrtlfer reference to the inexplicabilities of 
human nature can c^iJai!! the fact that the reference to 
^er mistruss’s new gown brought witfi it a Sudden rush 
of the mojtfonvrufing hon’esickness for that mistress. 

It seemed htV, «as she^stood with a bmsh in one hand 
and Pam's splendid' silK\* hair sweeping c^er the other, 
that everything on earth was unbearable; ghat she must 
either fly to the outer darkness she had just escaped, 
and Set and touch Paulirfc Yeoland, or die. • 

Pam, looking jjt her little thin shoulders and anns in the 
.glass, raisei^her eyes anci noticed tjie woman’s face. 

• P'lgri*^! Whaf is the matter V ” she cried. 

" Npthmg, Miss Pam. 1 am anroid fool, that is all,” w& 
fli< answer, as the brush' began to sweep steadily through 
the hair. ' « ^ 

" But you are pale—and you are going to cry. Poor 
old Pilly, what is it 9 ” , 

Then Pilgrim broke do^ and wept until nose was as 
^ ^ fire and her thin li|)s swollen. don’t know whaP 
it is, ’ she ^bbed; “ it jult came ovct me —how I want 
to see^her.” Pam’s arms were close arouifd Jier neck, 
so she -could not see the child’s'face.* 

” Mother! ^t’s mother you wai\t to see ! Cut—yon 
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^ad to come, PiUy !• I 'bought yon liked it 
so much. Becaus^ every one is marrifed, 'Vou know, 
.d you don’t feerf disgraced ! ” 

“ Oh,|Pam, don’t I I do like H—I I did, > But 
ter all, it is a bit dull, and the^i—she doesn’t caie a % 
r me; I know that as well as you, but I t^’t help it. 
very oqp is d?ill after her.”^ 

Pam’s eyes grew suddenly monkey-like!' 

I She knew’pertectly that her mother’s utjer forget/ulness 
i)f every one and»everything on earth Ixjside Guy Sachcverd 
lid not ten*d to render^her a splendid cxceptiop^from the 
lulness of the rest of human kifld. Pauline was bnlliant 
3 nly in ^er radiant»golden aftc? white Ixvauty. She took 
10 paii^s to be amusing; her careless good-nature would, 
lad she been plain, nst have sufficed to entlear her to her'^ 
lervants, add even Pam’s share in her affections were, ^he 
:hiB Serseft knew, comparatively small. Many people 
ive to a gsx)d old age thinking thjit thiW' who love many 

t xc loVfed much, but sm.all as sh’t fr'is Pam had learnt the 
allacy of tlfls usefuJ belief. ■, , 

She knew that her mother attr,acted i^sopilc cjuite without 
naking an effort, or even cariiif^a rusj^' .alioiibit; she knew 
hat there was Jn her mother something that drew to her all 
iorts and conditions of men and \/omen. That this quality 
s pitifully expressed by the long-suffering world “i^harm ” 
the child didoiot know, but she hjltats power in her mdtlier, 
and no\v seeing the new exjxisttjnn of it^m the unlovely 
Pilgrim, somethingseemed suddenly to lx; drawjng her, too,* 
away from Monk^ Yeoland, back to the old life. ' , 

And for the first turn missing her mother and father, 
she m^^d them with suqh violcno; that she ached all o^er. 

" Don’t howl, Pilly dear* you must dress me, you know, 
or I'll be late for dinner. And—I knbw what /ou mean. 
I’ve had about epough of ♦his. F think we’U not stay 
much longe#.*; * 

Pilgrim blew hef nose' and tAen gasjicd with surjjrise. 

" But, Miss Pam—we have come for go^!. Your mother 
gave you,y>‘*’is lordship.", . 

" Rubbish f Ain’ril me ? No one can givi/me’away." 

" You*are to be educated, though, and-j-and it is much 
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better for you, of coilrse; /**«4 life is not fit for a ^oujjg 
lady." 

Pilgrim fyiished as she spoke, the'firfe of the Iona plaits 
that |j^|d supersided thei topknot as a| state coiffijp, and 
slipped*the liftle blue frock over Pam‘s head. 

“ I’m not a young lad^; don’t be nonsensical. Pilgrim. 
And don’t piSl myealoff. I tell you what J, thinl^ I shall 
go hcjme S(^n. M may come back next summer mough.” 

“ If j^ou run qway, Miss Pam, they won’t let you come 
' back,” returned Pilgrim severely. She waj, as frequently 
liai)|x;ns, other startled by the effect of her own words, 
and showed an amiable desire to eat them. 

"Oh,*yes, they will.’’ «Pum clas[)c 1 atx)ut her collar 
the string of tiny jxiarls Ijpr grarulfathcr had rtcently given 
'her, and gave h hasty, uninterested, glance at heftelf in 
the-glass, “ My grandfather will always be glad to see 
me. J amuse, him." 
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Mr. Theodore Bingham, the tutor, racier thin%nd very 
brown aiter lis convalescence at the sea-shore, uncx-, 
pectedly reconciled Bam to. a, few weeks moft of Monks’ 
Ycoland. 

He ^as & wcll-tavouretl youth, with what she called 
Sjjecle of gold in his bro\t'n cyesf and a jxjf ]ii{)e, very blacjk 
and disreputablc-lobking, w'hich he smoked whenever he 
(^uld es«aj)e from the trammels of,society'for a few 
moments. ^ 

P^m St once told him that,she. loveil him. 

“ Oh, ^m,' how can you! " • 

Evelyn was genuinely shocked. Xlthoueli she had Sio 
lessons with her brother, slfc had^<1)me toliis room oh 
the great ocbsion of Pam’» ^iresciitation* half-frightened 
(for RattyIhd told her that there wxs liound to lie a row) 
and half curious to see how her redoubtable cousin would 
behave. 

Pam’s E«haviour, she founJ, left much to lx: desired. 

" Well, I do love him, livol>x\ so why i^iouldn’t I say so ?” 

Ratty laughed. ‘‘She won’t love him loi^, Evy. WSit 
till he begins with jier Latin. * 

Pam, who had brofight Caliban, sat down on’the, floor 
and looked intently a? ^hc tutor’s Imyish face. 

" I shall always love you," shy’ answered; " RattJ 
doesn’t know one thing alwut mf’," ’ 

"You can’t »iove him hntilt you know him,” persisted 
Evelyn with gentle obstinacy, 

" Or until yowsee how heitreats you," added Ratty. 

“ It dctpsn’t make any difference how dc^ig I've Mown 
hiip. *Do,I love^ evejy one I’ve known jl lopg time ? 
There)—’’ • * 
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She paused, for she coild h^ly^ay that a long acquaint¬ 
ance with th^ chMdren’s father had bitterly failed to con¬ 
vince her 6f that volatile gentleman’s fascinations, "^nd 
it doesn^t,” she wAit on, make any dijfference wh^t he 
does to me. If*I love him,. I love him.^ 

Bingham gave a merry laugh. 

" You are a funny |ittle person,” he ob»rved„ “ but 
I’m gla^l you^ove'me. I shan’t love you, though, unless 
you are a^^good gi^ and learn your lessons.” 

*Ptm rose. " I don’t care whether you lowe me or not; 
that is,” she^ added with slightly bored accurai^, “ I’d 
rather you did, but if you tloh’t it won’t make me stop 
loving yoif.” 

’’ It won’t ? Well, as lo4g as seem to be* discussing 
the tender passioft, I may observe thg.t as a rule rmp- 
rocity^ considered rather important as a hostage.”’ 

Ratty and Kvelyn listened vaguely. The *splefldid 
r words employed by tfie tii^r impressed them. , 

Pam shrugged her shqpiddrs and rubbed her cheeR to 
Calj ban’s. 

*" ' Love IS, sot lo^e whicli alters when it alteration 
finds,' ” she ansv^cred s» matter-of-factedly that Bingham 
at first did not notice lhat*she was quoting., Before he 
could answer she went on, ‘I Well, I’m going tc»see Cazzy, 
Good-bye,” and left the room. 

The r.iient for giving du| friends an opportunity for 
•gracefully ehangin (4 their nuifds, and doing diametriijally 
tha o|)posite o^ that which they havp been swearing to 
,do, js unlortunatelv a ncghvtfd one. ' 

• Katt)’, Jiad he allowed Pam to foMow^ the dictates of 
ner iiiTnd on Wednesday night, niij^t have changed Jhe 
course of her life, but fortunate!^’ or unfortunately he 
did not, ami the nex< time he saw her, reminded her 
trium|)hant^ of her vowS of Tuesday rccardinir the Ijitin 
lessons. 

What 11 you do aoout ttffe lessons, noijr that you love 
him ^ ” th^ J)oy cried, mlinching his cake, for the 
interview t^k place at tea. 

” Lessortk ? ’* 

'■ The Latin lesions.” 
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" Oh, I shan’t care nm.^ PaA was absent-minded, for 
Caazy had to her grAt surpnse taken her rather seriously 
to task for som^ nfinor misdemeanour, an<tsh« felt that 
the world could .be very bitter? 

RsRty gave a laugh, that ended, owing to a misdirected 
crumb, in a snort. “Ha! ^ust like a^l. Now that 
you 8^ wha^a big chap he is, yoi^ire afraicfi ’’ 

The girl flush^. “ I’b not ’afraid. Jutor^ don’t 
punish girls,’* 

" Don’t tbay I You wait.” 

“ 1 shall do jusi’as I like about the Latin. H I do study 
it, it will be b^ause 1 like Ifinl and want to please him.” 

The lessons ware not tt/ begin, owing to a‘sudden fit 
of indulgerlce on Lord Yeolarul’s part, until November l, 
and ‘during the week before that datt?, Pam’s devotion 
to Mr. Bingham increased rapidly. 

• It* was’ to him that she flew whenever she could esoapie 
from Ratty, whose fitful adoigition,’ tempered with con¬ 
tempt, wired her unutterably. 

She took the tutor to see her favourite »place3 in 
park, and the garden; she pijeached ^’him in.the refectory, 
using her V(jice for his benefit wim*ail her skill, sinking 
to depths ajid rising to sofrheigh?s that thrilled even the 
rather unemotional spirit of .the ex-football champion. 
And one evening, when it was very damj) and misty, she 
stole away from the school-rixAn and joined Irnlf on the 
terr^ where among the ghes^y rose-tr^ he was smoking* 
his evening pipe. 

" Hove the iflist, don’t yoU ?*” she began, taking his,^Tn. 

“Yes—rather, 'icu’ll take cold though, Pam; don’t' 
you want to put on my cap ’ ’’ ’ ’ 

Sne laugh^. “ No. • I have too much hair to need 
a cap. Did you ever sec my hair (bwn—I niean loose ? ” 

“ No. I say, you’ll get a wigging if Mrs. Aaxse finds 
you out here. •! ought to sen& you ini” 

" I daresay, ljut you won\," she returned carelessly. 

" The moon is coming out Joh, look, hov( Ipvely! ” ^ * 

And th3 moon bt never more beautiful than wl)en shming 
througn a*white sutunm mist on brillianC crebpen and 
ghostly yellowing leaves. 
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But Bingham loved aif arguiient. “ How do you kifow 
[ won’t send ^^owin ? ” 

“ Because I,erause you.” 

” Wel^ what if do?#’ 

" How furioui you are. I mean that*you will me 
jnth you because I amuse you.” 

"Lots of thiSgs amuse me that I don’t do, flr'keej with 
me,’ ” |ie pe^isteS, as they thmed at the end of the 
terrace. 


*” Then you are a goose. I always do, an^ keep, things 
I like. Oth(^ things are so boresome. Now looky’ 
Without his noticing it, she •had loSsened her hair, and 
now she came in front of him, holdingi it out at arm’s 
length, with both hands, f 

Stand still—there ! ” ^ 

The •straggling moonlight fell over her strange little 
fi^e, changing,her face, making her at once a'pathetie 
mist spirit and a trlgic*wom^. For the first«time, Bingham 
saw her possibilities. T^ethfeir in its soft darkn^s gave 
to Jier the aii* of being a woman who, \\ith loose tresses, 
Icgiks youngct^han &|je is, an^ it hid the immature lines 
of her figure. 


At first she danced. *Waihn^ her arms, crossing them, 
bending backwards and foewards, kneeling, whirling, she 
was danci^ to charm him, and every movement was full 
of innortm coquetry. He* fprgot who she was„ that she 
a child, that ^e was an absurd little monkey; for 
hei; appeal hac^ reached his ’imagination and he gazed at 
.bej^reartiily’ in silence. , 

• Then suddenly she stopped and begiisto recite, in Italian. 

e Qia not understand the ^ords, but their meaning was 
Clear It was, though he didnot know it, one of Ravaglfa’s 
most celebm^ed recitations, and given in a wonderfully 
exact reproAuction of the best oi the great artist’s intona- 
breathed fife into it wasJthe qriginality 
the child s mind which sBone through every word and 
every gesture. , * o . / 

hmif hugied and Vibrating, 

broke, and with the qpe word •’Amcre” with''which 
Kavaglu had always moved her audiences to frea*y in 



Litio conntiks, End to cntbus^m m £,ii^i(tnd^ she sprEng 
forward, her handu hew out, her lips parteS. 

Bingham, hardly Icnowing wh^t he drorng, caught 
her inJiis anus a|(j kissed her. 

WheVhe set her down he was red wiiu anger against 
himself. * 

“ Bravo! ” he cried, forcipg a lauj^. " Ve^ well done 
indeed. I quite thought we were both 4 thd stag?! ” 

" You--)^u*kissed me,” she stammenJd. 

He lauded again. ” I did; why not ? I have a fot 
of little sBters about 3 ^ur ag^. ^ I-I must show you their 
jhetures.” 

She c^ugh^his lAnd and held it to her breast.’ ” Yes; 
show ((lem to me. And'you nLt Idvc jne. Will you ?i 
Will you promise ? much as you love them ? ” 

” Yes, y^, I promise, if you are a good child," htfretumed, 
mifth telieJed. 

” I wilUbe godd. I will do j^nything on earth that you 
want fhe to,” she said, winding mil hair into a rope, with 
a curious dVcular movement of her head and pinning R 
on her crown. ” Only you mhst lov#^e rcJlfy, as much 
as if I were your sister. I al^a^ wanted i! brother.” 

” When my sisters are troublesome I give ’em awful 
wiggings I” 

“ And you may give m^ wiggings. Oh, I wil% very 
good^” she tfied. 
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' Twill do anything but that." ^ ■ 

Pam stood in the window, C^iban helcl tight in "her arms. 

" But this is the only thing I want.” 

" I can't. I’ll learn GreeK, i( you like ? Greek is much 
iiccr than Latin, and—rnach harder." 

" Latin. Your grandfather says that you are to study 
everything that Ratty does." 

"Thete was a "pause. 

" What is your first name ?" Inquired Pam suddenly. 

" My first name ? T^hebdore. Why ?" " 

‘"Theodore meaj^ Gift of God. I‘thought you were 
^ gift of God'do mef'^becauso' I have no real brother. But 
when you torment me, I s^e that you aren't/’ 

Bingham gave a vexed laugh. " My dear child, I 
don’t want to torment ‘you. If you would just be 

reasonaljte-" 

" I won’t.” I 

" So it seems. kWcII, I l^hive done my best. I am,sorry, 
but I ^aJl luve to tell Lord Yeolaiid that you refuse to 
obPy him." 

yery well.’’ Her voice sounded‘a little mournful, but’ 
had none of the note of intimidation that the tutor imew 
*in Ratty's at such threats. '' 

" My grandfather‘'will be very much distressed," she 
added, " and he is an bid man>" * 

Bingham noddM gravely. " I know t such*shocks are 
dangerous at his age." * . 

Sorrowfully they looked at each other as if in mourn¬ 
ful couniil over the health of sojne daor one. 

Then suddtcnly •Para' burst into out S peal o\ such nlerry 
laughter that he joined her in a ccppanional^ foi^* 
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fulness of their positi<^n a -master ana reiractory 

pupil. 

“It b so funny," she begay, "isn’t itN Now don’t 
say it bn’t,, for it, b. I mean your *t^iig to jnake me 
obey >ftu.’’ 

“ I don’t quite see the fun, 

" Why, b^use the moqe you insist, the Jiarder it will 
be for you to give way.’’ 

“ That’^ a ^int of view which had accaped q^y notice. 
Doesn’t sethn to you that the more yo« insist *the^ 
harder-’’ 

“ No, for I shan't give m. wow i il go down ana taiK 
to my»grandfather. 1 hacf*l)etter break tlie "sad news 
myse]):.’’ Her eyes twinkled as^he l(?ft the room. 

Bingh^ was p&zzled. She was uncanny, with her 
grpwy-up,ways and her very uncliildlike sense ef hdlnour. 
Iiowever, Lord Yeoland would know how.to managd hcrf 

Lord Veolan8, who had hyc* gout rather badly for a 
coupfe of days, was not in the Ulandest of humours, when 
the child entered tiis room. She saW.jt, and*sitting dowiT 
opjxisitc him made conversatton for^weral Ainutes before 
springing her mine. She Joid l/m of •the prospected 
marriage between one of the under-gardeners and Lucy, 
the housenftid with the dimple; she wa,ved eloquent 
over the new litter of puppies in the stables, acd cnthu* 
siastic in hftr account of the la-^t^iook she had rea^ Then 
suddenly, she burst out, " d'indlathen I don’t want to 
leam Latin, plgase.’* ^ * 

“ Not learn Latin ? Why nnt ? " 

" Because—I don\.*' 

The old man looked at her, " Give me your reasons, 
please," he said testily.* 

Ratty says — 

" Never mind what Rjrtty ^saj^. Confouncf the boy, 
he grows latter’every day. Answer my question." 

" Well, I don’i want to tycause I don’t. 1 can’t think 
of a better reason.” 

“ Nota wone." , 

‘'Firit Lsaid I •wouldn’t because Ttatty* said I must, 
and th'eo when I ^d I would, Ratty- " 
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“Wliy Old you say you would ? ” 

"Becausetl iiked Mr. fenghairf.” Caliban, who had' 
a very huni^ understanding and was' a sensitive soul, 
snugglQd^his smal head cSose under hpr warm chin.as the 
old l*aB snapped out his question, and the child, Mroking 
the little creattire reassuririgly, said in her tenderest voice, 
" Never mind, dear, he won’t hurt you; it’s o.ily the»gout 1 
Lor(i Yeq'and 'grinned feroaously. “ What's only the 
gout?”^ , , 

I' Your being cross. You frighten him.”* 

"Aha! J beg your pardon, I’^n'sure; Thave no 
business to visit the sins Of hiy toe on you and Caliban. 
You were sa}dng that you*^decided W obey .me ,because 
^ou like Mr. Bingham ; Amost feminine line of rea^pning. 

And then Ratty said it was because I w'as afraid. 
That I was afiaid' Mr. Bingham would punish me. ' Tl^t 
it was because he w^s so inuch bigger thah I.” 

Hm f ” The old ^rttul's good humour wus coming 
bjek. Bingham certainly appears to be sSveral sizes 
iarger than yiu. MisU ? ” , 

you see, I cAn t give m and obey Mr/ Bingham.” 

I don’t see that at all, my dear.” 

But I cannot let Ratty think I am afraid.'f' 

“ Whj^on’t you tell him you are not ? ” His interest 
f^rew aJiSce. She was vefy quaint standing there, a long 
pig-tail hanging gver eack' shoulder and nearly tp the 
alAiost Egyptian sternness to her 
snjji white face, the nionliey’s, so grotesquely caricaturing 
her own pressed to her cheek. . * 

^ r really fail to see whaj Ratty iias to do with it.”* 
fhc j)eoj)lc one lives with afways have something to 
do with It grandfather.” 

He laughed. " Thaf is true. Well, fo your line of 
action has been—*—? ” ' - 

" I have refused to leant Latin.” 

‘■^Havc you, told Bingham F’ 

” Yes.”, 

“ What dote hei^y f ’’ 

" He—scolds, and coaxes, and thre^ens to tey Vou.” 
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" Which explains yow haN^ to come to tell me your* 
lelf?" 

She looked sUrpTisea. «o, i wanicu^ iu-omi yuuf 
idvice.” , 

“(Hi. Well, advise you to learn tatin/,lt^is—a 
(diarming tongue." 

" Ii«t I don’t uxint to! And then Ratty Is so disagree* 
able. He thinks that b&ause h# is * boyjhe mjjst tease 
me. 

" What weuld happen if you simply saia you nave 
change<f your mihd^and decided to—obey me ? ” 

The irony of his suggesttoit entirely escaped her. 

“ I can’t say that. Don't'you see ? ’’ 

" "Vou cah if you wan^ to I ’’ 

“Ifhen I don’t want to.” 

Sudde'nly, without warning, the Yeoland spirit *)f irrc* 
fpohsibiTity touched him on the shobldor. The •sight of 
her was so fusny; her utter iinconScioilisness of the over* • 
whelming majority of the'fwjcs arrayed against her, 
so delicidbs; hor conviction of perfect equjility with^ujji 
opponent the fates might*bring l^V, soryery pathef^c, 
that he greeted the spirit with a^dighjpd laugh. 

“ Good. , I never could ftsist a Wman. You shall learn 
no Latin !t’ . 

And then with a thoroughly childish joy jhe flew at 
him and.kissed him gratefully. “ Dear G. Thank 
yo% thank you so much ! ’* 1 
" What would y(»u have dctic if I naan’L relented, el^? ’’ 
he asked as slfe released hi/h.* “ You wouldn’t havgjiker^ 
being forced to obi^it ’’ 

^he smiled. “ Oh, I shoipdn’t have obeyed; bifly ii 
would have been very tlisagrecable for us all.” • 

When he was alone he chuckled^ several times over the 
interview, anij mentally.foUowcftl her in hert triumphant 
entry into th» school-room. ' • 

Her commurycation, howeber, was destined to be post* 
poned, for she found the school-room cnjpjy, and nqj until 
tea-tifye*did Mr, Bingham return thither. ^ 

When ^e didscome, it was wi(!h| Ratty and Evelyn 
and ^^pair of fox-terriers whom Pi^ detested, out of 
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sympatliy with Caliban, who gibbered with fAtr™- theit 
approach. 

“ Oh, {fleas# send Nip and Tuck out ol the room—they 
frighten, Caliban,’! She crfed, coming jorward from the 
windBw-f^at wh’ere she had been watching the sunse/. 

Ratty laugjjed. “ They hlive a better right here than 
that beast of a monkey,” he said roughly. 

" Ratty I j told you to put them out.” 

“ Nons^se ; dop’t put on airs.” 

•The dogs were now barking excitedly at the palpitating 
Tittle beast in^er arms, and Pam’s teippier rose. * 

” Mr. Bingham, tell him ht ihust.” 

But Bingham had seen L5fd YeolanJ a fejv nynutes 
bjjfore, and an amused worti from ihe old man' as to |’am, 
had irritated him.* He was an easy-gcing enough youth, 
asarul«,buthe had made a jxiint of making Pam have the 
Lat« lessons, and the fact that a little cajoling on her-^ft 
had caused his cmplftyer \f> give her her way in direct 
oppositior^ to his own wjfhe^, had ruffled him. 

••►jjow the sight of tlje \nctor with the monkey, \ hom he 
h%d never lik(^, in h^arms, brought a frown to his smooth, 
young brow. “ yhe ti^s have a {)erfect right to be here 
if Ratty wants them,” ne said'shortly, sitting down. 

Pam ofiened her eyes vsry wide and starod at him. 
They h^ parted friendly enemies, and she could not 
underst^fll his sudden chahge of tone. » 

• "Very well,” sh^ said slAlly. “Then Cal and I,will 
go» Aunt Rosjmund will give us te^” 

, Ii{g|^nctively she had long Snce learned'that her small 
Iprcsence ]ightened to the tutor theidalness of his hours 
with’ Ratty; as she expressed it to Jierself she knew that 
she amused him. Now she would go, and he would be 
bored. But,•being a*woman-child, she shot her cKoff 
before goinf. 

" Grandfather says th„i i ucea not lean>'Latin.” 

Bingham nodded carelessl^f. Unconsciqusly he treated 
her as he woul^ h^ive treated a woman, and his weapon 
struck her ^uU in the breast. , ‘ 

“ I know; h% tol| fne» I am sorry, far you v#oulA have 
liked it. Evelyn i| going to learn it, aren’t von, EVy ? ” 
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And tendcriy drawing the little girl to him, he kissed her. 
Pam stood still, white. 

“ Evelyn I Latin*l Pooh—she—cannoi i% 

Bingham smiled^^but his eyes*were bald with trimnph. 

“CVi-t she ? ^e shall see, shan’t we, dear 

Pam rushed from the room# Jealousy, th^t fire-clawed 
demon* tore at her all night. That Bingham shouldn’t 
care about the lessons was bad ; *tha(t he (houl^ teach 
Evelyn was \W3rse ; that he should spealf to Eve^ in that 
voice, and kis*her, was absolutely unbearable. 

The cfiild lay Awake all night thinking. For her to’ 
relent and beg to be lorgivefl \fas as imjwssiWe as it would 
have bgen for hereto grow a*fbot before morning. For her 
to live on « Monks’ Ypoland And see Bingham smile %t 
Evy Js he had at dossert was equally outA)f the question. 

Tliere Vas but one course to take, and she took it 
URhc«itai^ngly. 

She l^t the»housc at dawn* with* Pilgrim, whose own 
feelings were too evenly dividfcck l^etwcen distresj at going 
and dcliglft at the prosjxjct of sccip^ Pauine, to allpvN 
her to make any tetive resistance. 

They took* the train for Londoji, ’whigh they reached 
by nine o’clock, and went af once on to Dover. 

Thus, for*the second time, Jo.ne Pilgrim ran away from 
Respectability and Monks’ Yeoland. 
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The tall slim girl who, with "a singular |race^f shoulders 
and hips, that seemed'to hlv^e come unusually early, jijflging 
from the undeveloped line of her fighre, walk^i up the 
steps Into 'the Casjno at Aix-les-Bains one evei^ing three 
years ahd a half ]ate[ was Pamela Yeoland, and the efder^y 
woman decently clad in bfefk, with a ver^ smar# bonnet, 
who walked stiffly besidi the girl, was Pilgrim. Pilgrim's 
•Wogress, as Tuy Sacheverel called it, ted gone on, since 
ter second flignt froi^ !^tonk’s‘Ycoland, ffl\ich as might have 
been expected. * i ♦ * 

Following the fortunes of her mistress, graving a little 
grimmer and a little bitterer every day, in hef self-elected 
outlawr^ishe had gone on wasting the whole love of her 
^ heart on the gently indilferent Pauline, and* protecting 
‘ Pam from the slights and unpleasantnesses that the.child 
ndther iinticipatcd nor reSepted wten (hey did come, 
witli*\i tenderness as thomj as ever was tenderness in this 
woij^. Bacheverel was thf only t)ne of the trio who 
appreciated Pilgrim, for Pauline was too careless, ttnd 
Pam too used to the woman tb allow of her almost 


grotesquely Illogical dbaiacter’s appealing to them. 

And now that Pam was^neaily fifteen,* Pilgrim's eager 
chaperonage of hef waxed pd increased to a ^fay whose 
touchjj'^’g side did not escape (he handsome ex-singer. 

* Af his daughter and the woman disappeared behind the 
swinging door|, Sao^werel, who vps wj^king uj^ apd down 
on one of the rea4ing-foom verandahi^ awaiting Pauline, 
looked after them^i half smile on his face^ and wheij Pauline 



<aine oat of the room, ^some letters in her hand, he said, 
to her, " Pam amd^Wlgrira ftave just gdnein. ^Pilgrim is 
a delicious creature, dearest.” 

“ Pilgrim ? Shp is a good soul, 'ctn^niy, our—wc a 
bettdfc*go, Guy, It’s nearly time, and I don’t \TO*t*<o miss 
the serenade." * 

" Bht that’s just it; ghe isn't a good creature. She’s 
full of gall and bitterness ; she resAts^ith aL\ hei^eart alt 
the thin^ aBout which you and I don’t care a c^mn.” 

Pauliye ptft op her glove and smoothed it daihtifjj. 
" Pilgrim ? Oh, y«s, she’s cross enougl^ She nearly 
jerked all my hair out the day Claire was ill, and Pam 
didn’4 con^ to dinner ; yo*u remcmlx'r.” 

"Ph, yfe! Pam asd Mai^crile Monsigny 1 It VBS 
funny, ip a way.” * 

" Panj had no business to dine with suchp a feature, 
But*then, she didn’t know, {loor^clnjik What? a tage 
Pilgrin* was ih ! ” 

"“Pilgrim gave me a mbsf «wful wigging And ot 
course she was right, in a way. is^iicarly fifWt.j* 

and her position*is ixcutian” 

Pauline nodded. "Oh, o{,cou^c,’but*still Pilgrim was 
very impeitinent, that day. I’m glad that she devotes 
herself to Pam; I prefer Clahc.” 

" Well, Pilgrim in the Peace Bonnet is a* watch-dog 
warrantec>to keep even admijing glances fronfTThe greatest 
beauty on earth. And m?r Pam, bless her, is hardl/ 
that,” he addyl with a good-riatured laugh. 

They went into the little theatre and sat downhu the* 
box Sacheverel had*titkcn for tjic opera, which waaunuspalljf 
gwd that year. 

" I suppose we reall^ ought to bring Pam witn us, uc 
began doubtfully ; “ there’s plcntj^of room?” 

Pauline looked at himf he^ blue eyes tendeV. ” Dear I 
We shoilld, ndther of us, enjoy it hdf as much with her 
here. And she«is perfectl;| happy with Pilgrim.” V 

" I daresay. She told me the other day,” he Taddftd 
laugh^ again, ", that ;he didn’t c^ to go driving with 
us; that*8he hatid to feel de trap.’ ' ’ 

PaMjne smiled^ too. Pam ai^used^her, and she was 



fond of the child, of course, but it* was better to have Pam 
down in the itaJh with gooft Pilgifja. 

This fe^ng^am quite sjiared. 

“ Pilly, look 1^ Thht's the King of Greece. And there’s 
that fJfeh AaziliM. Doesn’t he look exacUy like a n^ger t 
And oh, lookvtflere comes Mcnsigny 1 I^’t she glorious ? 
The King of the Belgians—or was it Prince Balisoff > gave 
her the^am&ids. \lish 1 could have a pink gown like 
that.” ^ 

^‘pilgrim frowned. “Hush, Miss Pam. Don’t^stare so 
at that womqji.” ^ 

“ But every one stares sft Her. Almost more than at 
mother. Isn’t mother a dreaH in that gbwn ? ” 

*Poor Pilgrim shuddered Nit hearing the girl ^;ompc§edly 
comparing her mdther to the notorious Parisian, but she 
said nothing. It was quite useless to try to .convince 
Part of* things aljoiit which she had made up her iflin^, 
and having met the beautifui Monsigny through finding and 
returning ^ jewelled fan 4lfaf the “ artiste,” as she (Slled 
imtfclf, had droppe(^,after a concert, the girl adored the 
loa'ely woman)>Vlthou^h^her father had insisted on limiting 
the acquaintances after the pinner, to bowing terms. 

The little theatre haa filled *and was now, at the hour 
advertised for the beginning of the Cavalleria RusHcana, 
respectfully quiet. 

Pam’sn^ubour, a red-f^ed Englishman who had been 
grumbling to the man on hi^ right that his doctor, >x)n- 
ioufid him, had shut down tin his Benedictine, subsided 
»intOrfdence, and the conduotor raised his baton. 

Pam listened, but she was not ‘{iarticularly fond of 
music, and found the audience more interestmg by far than 
Mascagni’s masterpiece. 

She had beftn in AixMor a fortnight, and therefore knew 
by sight a freat many of th^ celebrities who in that most 
frivolous of wateriitg-places*do congregate. 

Ther/was Mimi Lalonde, tamous for her beautiful feet 
afld hpr remarkably bad luck tS “ bac; ” in the next box 
sat Frau Bendl, the Wagneri^ soprano, lopldng very 
commonplace ^d <»mfortable in a stufff red velvet gown 
and with a gold chaj^ to bpr eye-glasses; opposite warLadv 
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Gower, who had recognised PJoline with a start, ^ been 
at such pains to.cut i|er pubhcly. LorAGo^wer, a dry old 
man much like 8 iilard, would be, Pam kn{w, ih the stilt 
it jeu with a crowd of littl^ Fread|women chattering 
aroui^ him. i 

The music w<^t on, and »the curtain »8li^ slowly up. 
Pam gave ai glance at the stage. She hated Santuxia, 
who roared because a rain wouldn’t marrij her, and the 
only episode? in the opera which reaUy pleased^the girl 
was that of Alfio’s biting Turiddu’s ear. But that would 
not com! for sonfb rime; first the very unnaturally dead 
and merry peasants must trip into church, aJTd the tiresome 
Santaj)rav and weep for aMialf hour at least. 

turiied unobtru^vely inriier place and went on wiUj 
her inspection of She audience. 

Her beautiful mother, leaning on the cugc.u, the logt, 
BfeteSied with a dreamy contentment.* Bfside hes, Sivche- 
vercl’s <lark face, grown a littje herfviei^ in the last years, 
softened as the beautiful muiic»\gore on his senses. 

Pam wbndered what it was that ep stirred tBfem. 

And then suddenly her fape fell on^’a mai^who, stano^g 
In the left aisle, leaned against a 6ojI an(j, his arms folora 
close on hi%broad breast, ttal wafehing her mother. 

She had» never seen this raan; he was very tall and 
very heavily built though not fat. His clear-^ut, slightly 
reddish face was smooth shavfen, and the netrih was at 
oneg its most interesting aftd its haiuisomest feature. , 
Something in thftcut of hi? hair and thjit of his clcjthes 
proclaimed hi A to be English,/Dr at least freshly oon^ fron\ 
London. He was*v»atching Pauline Yeoland's fair’faco 
with an intensity and * disr&gard of possible ODsefvhtion' 
which forcibly struck tlR child who in her turn was watching 
him. 

A few minutes later Ive came* slowly dowrvto his seat 
which was in the aisle, almosf facing Pam's, and arranging 
“n^f as com^irtably as poslible in an obviouslj\wkward 
position, continued ^ rapt gaze at ,her moth^ His 
abaolyte imraobijity was, though tlw child did not know 
it; ttat (< great physidSad strength jmVed to sound nerves. 
Hil eyes, she could now see,^ were' reddish-brown aiul 
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laiuer prommeni. iney iiiiereste<l tier less than the firm 
full lips. She^hai never se^ such a mouth; and the 
perfect floi^er ^ the perfect coat, the fit of the large white 
gloves—these thin^ •added* in a curious way to his air 
of beftig ^ ^jalf-tcLmed animal. 

Her eager mind roused, hv vivid imag ination buhiing 
with thoughts'of the man, she was as engijossed as he, 
and wh^ su(^enly,^at G great Bang of the orchestra, he 
started and his eye^ met hers, his face showed’ such quick 
aj^raciatidh of her interest, that without awkwardness 
she continued to look at him, unconsciously burning 
significantly fofan instant to*hef mother’s loge. 

The big blush that crept over his fact madq hej^ feel 
an^ absurdly motherly «ympothy, and her eyc» expressed 
it so distinctly that a half-shrug cut the blush shoft in 
its progress,, and he smiled at her with the indulgence 
ane sJio\w to an innocently impertinent child. 

Para’s pride wai hflrt; fhe felt as if some oqe had 
slammed a door in her fac^.wftd, half to torment him with 
i)e£>iMperidr knpwlcdgc of the woman in w.hom his interest 
tvaj so transparently ^ecn, shq met a smtling nod of her 
mother’s at that yiomtn? with such vehement .recognition 
that he turned curiously^ and tlfen seeing what had hap- 
i>ened, transferred his ga^e from the distant and URapproach- 
ible mother,to the apparently kindly disposed child. Pam 
ivas inexoraika for a momeftt, and then the eloquence of 
iiis red-brown gaze v^nquisheB*her, and she smil^. , 

Pilgrim, whosq eyes were glassy with tfie unlucky Santa’# 
focs,^observed nothing, andtPSim continued her study of 
iic big m^ with the frankness of ignorance and deep 
nter&tt She was disposed \o be analytical in a small 
flay, of her own thoughts and feelings, but she could not 
iccount for the queer oharm the man had for her. The 
lair was wi^ring away frbm his forehead; he was quite 
)ld from her point oikveiw, aiid his face was red. Yet she 
onged tg^cnow him and to talk to him. 

At 1^ Turidc^ jmq Alfio hacr gone, not to return, and 
the curtain went dowAon the scurr)^ crowd of pea^ts. 
Ihe opera was (Jver^^ 

Pam turned to ]Klgriip. " Pilly, mother wants me ; 
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I'll go up to the box. Y 9 U su^ uwc aud then meet me 
iy the door when^it’s over." * 

" I'll come with, you* Miss Pam.” 

” You won't. Your eyes ard all Ijupgedr up—you’re 
fright.^ I know the way. Good-bye."* • , 

Shpping past the indignant^ servant who, ^s]iite of 
lierseU (Jid not dare follow her,* the girl sped ilp the aisle 
uid came oat*into the csowded foyer. \Vbtn she had 
reached the.dopr of her father’s loge sne ilaused*and iflmed. 

As she had known by some instinct, •the big man yjas* 
sehind her, dwa?fing all the others with his bulky height. 

“ Mother, I’m going»homc.i’ sjie said, enteiong the box. 


' I’m tired, and 1 J^ate ‘ Paill.iissc ! ’ ” 

Paulirfc tdbned. ’’Very well, dear., Where’s Pilgrim ? 
Isn’t that she «iU in her ^ilace . ' 

” Yes. She has a few tears left and wants to shed,thcm 
3 vej tijat tiresome clown. I’ll go through the gardcp aijd 
Uike a fiacre. It^s early.” 

Her jndther nodded. ” Go qtyckly, then, dear. You 
should havcjbrought her.” 

Three minutes l^ter, the child stodd und^r a tree fh 
1 secluded part of the garden, bfeathing iard as'she watched* 
the big man h&rry along to'nards her. 


"You spcafU English ? ” he began abruptly. 

She laughed. " I am English.” 

” Thank God. I don’t knovi a word of Ffo«ch—” 
He hesitated* visibly seeking fpr words. She t^ed very 
^'oung'out here, with her long pig-tails Tianring over hy 
shoulders and he> skirt well alite her ankles.* , 

But a malicious dem^n of mi^hicf laughed at him*otit 
if h« dark eyes and gave him courage. 

"Cook here,” he b^gyn abrujitly, "there’s no use, 
heating about the bush—who is she i” 

" The lady in black in the box ? ” 

" Yes—o| cour^.” t 

" You appear to admire her.’*’ 

“ I do admire Her.” 


" She is certainly very pretty.” 

He flutitefi as hfe had> in the theaVe. " Ytf. You 
knowh^; tell i&e Uei naioe." 



Pairf laughed. “ Why fhould I ? ’’ 

“ You meant to when youilet me/ollo\y you out here.”’ • 

" You*doi^ know what I meant. • And no more do I," 
she added h5f ufder her‘breath. 

‘S.d^ You’re too young to havd been just.making 
1 fool of ni^ aren’t you ? ”, ( ^ 

" Depends on what you call making a ^pol of lyou. I 
do know heis and I sgjw that you admired her.” 

“ Teh me ner nme.” 

» His adent was’not that of an Englishman, and his curt 
way of speech was also that of a newef civilisation. 

" Excuse fhe, but are y#u un Am'erican ? ” asked Pam. 
"No; I’m an Australian^* Chamlcy«Burke of Victona, 
jf you want my name ami address.” * 

There was a short silence while* the«strains of Pa^iacci’s 
entry«into,the village reached them from afar. ’ 

Jhea Pam \»{pnt’on, enjoying her power, vicarious Ihoftgh 
it was, of reducing this bjg, and evidently, at lept in his 
own opinion, importapt# person to the humiliation of 
J»^ggingl6r ^he infoonation he longed {or. * 
j " You ad^re tjfc lady, ,and you y/ant to know her 
name ?" 

" Yes.” 

" And when you know U, what will you cfe ? ” 

” That depends. If she is English, as I hope and believe, 
I shalHi^some one to Introduce me to her^’ 

" I see. Well.^her namfe'is Pauline Yeoland.” 

.."Ah. And the man with her is,her husband?'’ He 
spolp: with suppressed iptensity, his big voice a little 
hoarse. ^ 

" Mo ; she has no husband.' 

. " What I Unmarried ? 'Or a iwdow ? ” The joy in his 
voice urged her to Mercifully end his delusion. 

" Unmarried, and— 

"Therman—who is he-?” 

" Gdy Sachevere!.” ^ 

"/fte frowned. I4e used \o sing, didn’t he ? Is she 
engaged to him ? jWhey were alone.” 

Pam uhdefstoM now- He hdd fallen in love' Witb her 
mother I She gwe a little shiver of delight. 



No, they are not engaged, ^he—they live together 

He stared for a sec<»pd and then burst into hoarse, 
ugly laugh. 

"So she’s anothej- of them! It seeift^there is nothing 
else here. I knew the others were, but spe-^ thbught 
she wa^ good.” | 

His face wris dark witn anger and disappointment. 
Pam was desperately sorry for him? 

"Don’t!'*’ "She urged, clasping his iijm, whic^ felt as, 
hard as iron under the soft broadcloth ; “ she is good. 
She is an dngel. Ybu pee, they couldn't do qpythin^ else. 
He has a wife, a perfectly hotriif jxirson.” 

Charnjey l?urke looked dov?n at her as if he had never 
seen her befara, “ I see. WcM^ haVc I amused you ?• 
Go and’tell your angel—that a fool from Australia adored 
her for an^our, ^d dreamed, actually, of marryinf^ her ! 
Lof% at firs’t sight,” he added to himsejf, hpt aloud,*’ a/Id 
with one <V them^hy God ! ” 

Although she did not unde..,. . he maiwit, the 

girl blazed at the sound of his voice, ;iud drevf away ' 
him with a quick n-,ovement. • ^ • "• 

’’ Don’t you. dare say thing.s alput liar,” she cried 
furiously ; " she’s my mothA'! ” 

Then she was gone, and Burkestood staring after her. 




GHAPTER II 


BiJt for one of those chances which are du iciiuun- 
able and so fommon, Pam and Charnl^y Burke would never 
have met again. 

The Australian, after a nftch troublad nigl^t, decided to 
'leave Aix at once, £fe stSkying on and agaij>feein^ Pauline 
could only incffease his misery. M first, in hi! angry 
disillusion, he had made up his mind to arrangt a meeting 
w^th the wonmp whose beauty had had such aVenjenious 
effect on his imagiifation*and then try isfue wit^ the man 
whose li^ck he had seti^ift the lo^e. 

T’’ He was lucky/why shouldn’t I Jbe ? ” iBurke asked 
himself. Ift was sch, perfectly free, and nearly forty years 
of varied expefienefe ^ad taught him that something in his 
very vital personality was attractive to most women. He 
had, as he recognised with the primitive frankness peculiar 
to hi^ fallen seriously in love now, for the first time since 
his b^'Sbu,' and the loflger he paced his ro(jm that night, 
Pauline’s lovely /ace distinct in his memory, the stronger 
His love grew. 

But’ since Pam’s annejurfeement to hftn and his brutal 
intgrpietation of her childish word^, his love had changed 
its character. During tl(at houi; in the theatre thj man 
would have been willing to Imecl before Pauline as to 
a goddess', in his Heart, he did kneel to her. All the best 
in his nature was callM out bf,i her, and it came very near, 
as s^etimes hippens \^th men of hi{ stamp, to being 
ad^tion. '■ 

ahen, by .the ijiny of faft, the wom'an’s own child had 
dragged her dovwjfrom the altar built by the man’s ima¬ 
gination, and aa’day. came in ht hiSf’windowB idd he still 
paced ,up and Sown in his evening-dress, he la^ighed at 
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his own folly, and mentaHy be^attered his shattered idol * 
■with mud she dtserve]^ no rilore than She Jliad .deserved 
the incense of thfi nfght before^ 

He would stay; ^he would meet her.’dhd what has ^een 
can always be again. 

Latel, however, when a bath and breaKiasr had some¬ 
what r^tored^isVentm balance, he changed his mind. 

He would go at once, and forget*all aboulSthe ytoman. 
There was»n(f sense in tempting fate|^ such ^ extent^ 
and what, aftei all, was he, to dare enter the liste wifli a 
man who* to judg# b^ the splendour of thj woman who 
loved him, must be splendicf hhnself ? 

Thus fro^i a mixture of fhotives, some worthy, some 
unworthy, the .^ustraliap decidtfi to* leave town at oncef 
and a tttle pale and*wom by his vigil, orflered his bill and 
went out tor a stroll to pass the time until the Paris Repress 
leff. ffurning naturally into the Casino garden, ht wan¬ 
dered abqut until, observing a csowd gathered about a man 
who was photographing the tefric*, he half unqflqsciously 
joined the 'onlookers, and stood absently watr.hin(T'*t:-.o 
preparations. 

Suddenly h^ saw a young wc^an’.vfho was just in front 
of him, look .around with ^ keen glance, and then with 
great skill slip her hand into the pocket of the man to 
her left. 

When .hand came out, it held a sraatt-pocket book. 
Burke watched her with softie intcresi as with a cool 
“ pardon, m’sieu^” she forced^l^er victim to make way tor 
her, and then ’sauntered carciessly away towa/d^* the 
nearest exit from thib pounds. Burke’s great red hand 
was*cruelly strong as it closed on the small one 01 the’ 
thief a moment later. 

She threw him a terrified look, aTid burst into tears 
and a flood of ^ords similltanQou^y. 

" I can’* understand a word 6f all Ihit, but I ^Wt the 
pocket-book,” he. repeated dc%gedly,\ and when at 
length augmented his formula by the I’ord V gendantlbs,"* 
she handed him the purse and flew awhy, wiping her eyes 
with a (fuetegard t|>r her’eomplexien. ^ * 

Regretting that he had not had time to give Jier, put 
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of pity, something from lA owi» pocket, Burke went bapk 
to look^or ^e^wner ofmte bootj|. 

The man, yho had left ^e group abbut the photographer, 
amd was making IM# way up the steps, was easily overt^en. 

beff yoflr pardon, this is your* purse,” began the 
AustraliaiNalJhiptly. 

Sacheverel, for it was he, staied, add then feH in his 
emptjcpocliit. 

“ Tlianks very^friuch. Did I drop it ? ’^ 

’ No; a young woman took it, and I took it from the 
young woman.” 

After a sffbrt pause, durifig which the two men eyed 
each other curiously, SachPverel said, “Suyely^I know 
♦you ? ” 

“ I think nott And yet, 1 seem* to know yodr face. 
I wasrtn London in ’80.” ‘ 

•“ And so was T.” 

” 62 Barbury Stfeet, ?usscll Square—Airs. Qrubb’s.” 

“ Ri^ht! Webster * 
r‘‘’Johnsoi» ? Keijnedy ? ” 

‘ Burke, iiy Joye, Charplcy Burke 4 Well, upon my 
word ! How gre yo^, and where have you been ever 
since ? ” ■* , 

“George Kennedy! Back in Australia,rmost of the 
time. Ft)r God’s sake come and have a drink, I’m half 
dead lontf’orss.” 

A few minutej later, wHen they had celebrated their 
meeting, anc^ Burke was (jn the point of returning to his 
hotal to announce his iqtedtion of stayfng on for a few 
days, ^achevcrel remarked, “ By the way, I forgot to tell 
' you*that when I went on fjic stage—you knew, didn’t you, 
♦that I did go on the stage ?—Dchanged my name. You 
have heard, probitbly, of Guy Sacheverel,” he added 
simply, /t ‘ ^ i 

Bui^ started, •and thcfC was a short pause, c 
“ )rou are Guy J acheve^el^i Then it was you—I heard 
■you^once, a% Ro^eo, in Melbourne,” he went on with 
a loud Ifiugh, " ^d wondered all the evening^ who the 
deuce you re!nin4cd me of! ” ' 

His face had grown-a shade redder in his embarrassment. 
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30 it was George Kennedy’s at whi(^ he had gaxed 
last night, and wsiSi George 1 Kennedy,—*' I Saw you 
last night at the opera,” he*went,on aSruotlv. ‘‘at 
CavaUeria Rusticana." 

SacheVerel nodded, seeing Burke’s confusion. .;lTi*e situa¬ 
tion heU nothing I new,Vod ifence nothing awkward for 
him. He and* Burke had. for a short time i>een pretty 
close friends years ago, and nothing iiow ^mea*more 
natural to him than to go on, as they walked ou#into«the» 
sun: ‘‘ Y#s, w^ haye a httle villa here, on the CharaWry 
Road. I see you knew the-^tlje turn my life has taken. 
You will think me very foriunate when you have met 
Pauline.* DTne with us to-morrjjw! ” 

And^at ^as^all. ^ 

Burke’s iheart when he got out ot his fiacre thft next 
ev^ing, and pulled the rusty bell-wire of the Villa Or<;bid^e, 
beat loudly in ^ great breast. * 

He had even yet not quite i^gt his oeanngs regarding 
the woJhan >vith whom he had falll?;n,so violentljrln Uwe, 
and George Kennedy. The one surprise hacj followed So 
closely on the other, bringing his .biAer disdain of the 
woman who lifed disapjxiinted ‘him *to so Sudden a halt, 
that his braid stdl whirled. 

Sacheverel’S manner had revealed much to the not 
unobservant Austrahan, but he had not yet to 

completely readjust his ideas about Paulira Yeoland. 

The»thought of Panj, also, not unnaturally troubled higi. 
If the child had told her ad/enture, the ’consequqpces 
were bound to be mqr^ or less Unpleasant. 

All these things whirled thraugh his mind as he stood.- 
waifftig for an answer ib,his ribg, and then, as the door, 
opened, admitting him to a little gref<i |ardeq at the far 
end of which Pauline in a jvhite gown was standing with 
Sacheverel, Burke suddenly knew thabP^m had Not told, 
and woul(f not *tell. ‘‘ It wc^ild cu\ both wa^” he 
reflected hurriedly as he went up tl^p pth. ‘‘It wa# 
a hideous thing for a child to do.” 

And h^wys right*; Pam had not told. 

When a few minmes later the littlg party wj ui^ weni 
□to the* house on thf,announcement of dinner, ihe rose 
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from a deep ch«ur in whltfj she had be^n curled, reading, 
and cofnin^ forward, afknowled^ed her father's intro¬ 
duction of Durlv? fWith a calm indifference that amused 
him to the point of a vehement regret that no .one was 
present ^o ftould share the joke with him. , 

The dinner was a charming^one, served in ^ rather 
bare room jbvith fad^d frescoeo on the cdiling and walls. 
Thre^ong windowfc opened to the greenness, of,the garden; 
fla./ers t/ere ban%d on tables between -the windows and 
gracefully massed on the dining-table; the light, well- 
cooked meaf- was perfecyyserved; and Pauline more 
beautiful even, with her bare arms and shoulders, than 
he had pictured her, 

The man wasttoo much in love to realise; as yet ao)^tlung 
but tte supreme fact of being with the woman he loved, 
aijd, carried tp the seventh heaven by that fact, he^ outdid 
himself in clever taik and well-told anec(^tes. 

Finding that his entertainers knew of and'e^ed for 
s(>^tlle!tr speiety tppfcs as little as he himself, that 
,I^auline’s shiire in 4 he conversation w^ a very small one, 
and that Sachevertl was interested in hearing about the 
changes that £ad taken jliace in Australia' since his visit 
there years ago, Burke turned with relief 'to the subject 
he knew,and loved best—life in that country. 

Owning hiqjself vast tracts of grazing land, and having 
made his moncY in the «?ld-fashioned story-book way, 
by raising cattle and by finding g(jjd, he told the story 
succinctly and well. 

His strange accent, tne occasional dialect words he 
■ used, ihe hght in his big, prominent eyes, contrasting 
•so strangely with the strong rejwse of his huge figure— 
all these things ghamied Pam, who ate hardly any dinner 
as she ^t watching her vis-ct-vii. 

Once only shej ititemij)ted. He had^ told of a strike 
amon^ his employi^s, and how on being fired at by the 
leader, he had turi^^d and shdt him down where he stood. 

" Did he die ? ” ^he child asked breathlessly. 

Burke'laughed. “ Yes, when'll shoot a map he dies.” 

He wjis clothed as all men were clothed, he was ^ucated 
as well jas many, he was a million^ colonist in Europe 
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on a vacation, he played baccaiit, and passed his finii* as 
other men did. But^he was, i! lot a savage^ still,a primi¬ 
tive, and something in him app4led stongly% a hitherto 
unstirred instinct ii^ the child. It was fhl instinct common 
to all \aomen who have the necessary ten^rajnant and 
charm to influence ma^L to study and experiment with 
the man who, <or \he rpoment at least, interests them. 

"I wish,” the child thought, peeling an aJtnonc^.deftly 
with her Idng* brown fingers, “ that it>iwas he was in 
love withj” ' » - - 

There was in he^ n^d, perfectly childish as yei m ner 
lack of understanding of the* meaning of the strange 
things iihe knew, no morbid *idea of being herself in love 
with ^rke. •I^^^was merely thal*she Realised his difference* 
from most,men, and •that his great strength, and something 
in Ws eyeg, impressed her all unconsciously with ^ desire 
to knc/W him better. Pauline listened wit^ ^weet caretesstn- 
terest to*the stiJries Burke told* She'rather enjoyed him, 
but that WM as far as she evei^ g^^with any onj. 

Pilgrim’s msighbwas not at fault when thajp unforfflll^ite 
victim of a social System told Cazalet# that Pauline loved 
Sacheverel so» completely thaj sh^ itardly even noticed 
the jjeople who worshipped her. For Burke was by no 
means the fifst man who had allowed himself the luxury 
of falling in love with Sacheverel’s mistress. It is»probablc, 
too, that ti«.velling about as they did^ancl meeting all 
sorts .of men, and of all nations, more than one of 
them might ha^e trifed to wjn» her from S<v:heverel, bad 
not her perfectly unaffected diiregard of their sigh»and 
hints convinced them that such an attempt woidd have 
beefi as laughable as * to seyously make love to* thcT 
moon. 

^ when Pauline handed the big Aultraliati his coffee 
a little later in, the gardAi and her. Hand touched his, 
his start tod flush were noticed notfbjf herself, \or yet 
by Sacheverel, but by Panj, \^ho st(^, her monkey in 
her arms, under a lime-tree by her father.. 

The ^observan^ are tmally looked on by those who 
obse^e thfilm monj or l^s in tho light o( cIuMren, so 
Pam’s taotherly feelings as .she tfimed from Pauline’s 
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\ blindn^ to flash a look tiiat wsighed between sympathy 
and ami 0 ement,f at Burke, was no| unusual in itself. 

When*the had wi^drawn mdbttusively, and gone 
into the house, Bijrke drew a sigh oi relief. Her deep dark 
ey^ w^e too Seen for him to be comfortable under their 
gaze, and'he preferred notjto have them fixed oij him. 

The evening passed pleasai;tly >Enougfi, and proofed but 
the fij^t of tpany such. 

Occasionally the 4 were varied by Sachevercl and Pauline, 
fincf onctf in a while Pam as well, dining at the Casino 
with Burke, but the Australian preferred the quiet’ meetings 
at the Villa, ior the curiosity* of those who did not know 
the history of the beautiful wftman, with her unmistakable 
eir of breeding, was'alrncst as pffensive to him as were 
the ostentatious vcuts of her old acquaintances and the 
free ard easy admiration of the men who saw in her merely 
one of«a class to which her manners were superior. ^ 
Her own utter indifference to all the several kinds of 
attention to which she w^subjected puzzled the Au'-tralian 
at,£i’3t,“but^as tim^^-went on and he ^ound Himself con- 
^nually for^tting’.that she. was not Sacheverel’s wife, 
he began to takp it fbr granted almost as much as she did. 

Sacheverel’s attitude, howeifer, remained a mystery to 
him, until one day the ex-opera-singer explained it to 
him in aicasual phrase evoked by a vivid monosyllable on 
Burke's part ^ecarding the' insolent staring ofFrenchman 
obviously of the taslaquoucrtf class. 

*' I can't pqll his nose and fight him, can I ? ” Sacheverel 
returned. “ And if I could what good would it do ? 
The facj that she is not my wife ii; SH that those beggars 
can See, and that can’t be denied. You can see for yourself 
that we are the happiest man and woman in the world, 
and for oun greafi Imppiness that kind of thing, which is 
the price, we pay; is a very riodest price.” And Burke 
began to understanv'. 

Pain bored him. k She was too clever to venture to try 
to sound hin) ^bo\it his feefings, but she watched hirn 
with a clear unfaltering gaze that got on his nerves, and 
more th^ ohce made, him froWn sayagely at hW. ' 
Only pnce she spoke to him about her mother, and 
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that one time it was he* who peated the opportmdty ba" 
asking, “ Well, what (to yon 4 h|ik of me*? ’’ * 

QuicJc to seize the Chinee she iftumed, " I <Wk 01 you f ' 
“ Yes. You st£^ at me like a conft>*|pdea little Hindoo 
idol; i suppose 5reu're thinking of me.” 

Shefcmiled at thetojje of hip voice. “ I m sorry to nave 
made you cr(^. \I w^ oqjy wondering whether you are 
still in love with my mother.” 

The hlckxl^rushed to his face.^* cunciu^ion 

have you com/ to ? ” • 

“ I thfiik,” she fetymed, “ that you are.” 



CHAPTER III 


two' years had passea oy; liurke had spb.it a winter in 
Paris, and one in Italy, stopping tiyo 'br three 'times at 
Villa Arcadie, and passing the first of the summers yachting 
about Norway, with SacheverM and Pauline as^his .guests, 
send now, the second slimnl^, they were all ba«k at Mx. 

Burke had airilised himself in Palis and in Kome; 
he was*QO romanticist to fly all the attainable ^pleasures 
for'the®sake oI,the far-off and unattainable good; fee 
had lived comfortabfy, ami at the mod^ automobile 
rate; hg^ {jad learnt th»t "tfi'ere are few things, whatever 
moralists may say, t;hat money cannot bring to a healthy 
m®n who is slill yovng, and. in conseqiwnce of his long 
years passed in conipafallve splitude, he was not blasL So his 
doings were chronicled as those (K a distinctly gay bachelor, 
and tales were told which need not be repeated here. 

These things, however, did not alter the fact that he 
still loved Pauline, though time had cooled .the fire of 
‘that love. At any time he would have done anything 
in the world for her, though he had never put the fact 
' into woitls either to himself or to her. 

He had come from London that ^aoming, and as he 
\?hlke^ along the shady roqd towards the villa, perfectly 
d/essed as usual, and in some Ihdefinable way looking 
more civilised than o^'old, he reahsed that his joy in seeing 
her had l(^t its old v>brant qualify, and gaiped a delightful 
note of ^acefulneSs)' Antonio, now putting or a little 
flesh, and in a new'livery,'“opped the door and greeted 
lim with all the .cordiality of an Itahan who has served 
long enough in a family to feel himself an integral part 
of it . ' 

The garden was trifii and bright with flowers? new 
( 
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awnings shaded the wifidows., and under the lime-tre/ 
stood several coflafort^le-looltilg basket thairsa^ a table. 

“La Signora is'out,” the! servant tolj: him with a 
sympathetic gesbye, “and il signord;\but the signorina 
is thefe, under the tree.” 

Bui^e went slowly ^er tht grass towards tne lime-tree. 
He had not sfen^am rej over a year, as she had been ill 
on the occasion of his last visit t* Villa AJcadi^»and he 
was not p^rffcijlarly desirous of sSRng J)pr now. ^ HowevCT, 
there shg was.* 

She was reading,, her head leaning a^nst a^yellovT 
linen pillow, and on heaftng his approach, look^ up 
leisurely. • 

Wljen sli% rwognised him, mowever, she dropped 
book and rose quickly. 

YouJ I am glad to see you,” she,cried sbakiflg hands 
with’him. “ Come and sit down in thesljade. Fathesand 
mother ure offkomewhere, as iftual.”’ 

He^t ^own and threw his*hkt»on the grass,, 

" You’ve changed,” he began suddenly, j 
“ Haven’t I ? 'How do you like my hair^ ” 

There was* not the slightest coqpe’try in her manner as 
she turned and presented’'to him a back view of her small 
head, which was completely covered with a net-work of 
broad flat plaits. * 

“ By Jo'ife I It’s famous. ^ rfow old ^’■e you, Pam ? ” 

“ Nearly seventeen. Long skirts, jnu see. It’s great* 
fun. It amu.^ nTother ^nd father almost to dfiath. 
Imagine those two-^turtle-dovi«—with a grown daughter! ” 
Burke nodded. ^ R does s^m rather a joke. »Are they 
bdih weU ? ” * - 

“They are always wCli, you know. I'atner is growihg 
a little bald, poor dear—and so are yl^u) Pefor old gentle¬ 
men ! ” 

Burke*felt a’slight twing^ of irri'htion. “ Ycir lather 
is four years oldtr than L”, * 

“ I know. That makes you forty. Are.you going to 
here ajl,summer , 

“ I aon''t know.i It depends chi^y on them. iThe yacht 
is in dbpimiMion—” ’ ' 
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“ I dWct think of the,yacht* without cursing you,'-’ 
the girl ji^tumed' laughing.® “ It ^as horrid of you to 
make me sta^ at Blanke>bergh tha*! summer. How I 
hated it; ana whit* a life I 1 ^ poor ^y! I don’t see 
how*you,had heart to not ask us!" ‘ 

“ I didn’t want you, my dear, C’lildren arf- snnif-times 
a nuisance.” < / 

“ Oh,, ,1 waj, of course, I know. Only I had been very 
square to you aboM ascertain incident, £md I do think 
I*desierve(f some recompense.” *• 

** It \Vus the first time she had really" directly' referred 
to their first conversation together. 

" Nonsense—you’d hav^ caight it if you had told.” 
-<*o“If I had wished to teU, you don’t suppose 1 ’^ have 
minded ' catching <t ? ’ One has only to choose the lesser 
evil, or*’rather the greater pleasure, and let everything 
else <go 1^” t' 

“ That’s true,” he retunaeck struck by the philosophy 
of her o|^rvation, “ but fciey’d have been awfully^angry 
withyCu.” 

t! And with you 7 ”v. 

Her eyes were £olemi} 

" Ancient history, all that. And I’m not the first man, 
I’m sure, to whom the same thing has happefJed.” 

“ Of course not; but you are the only one who has 
had the'advantage^of getting his information stiaight from 
t>ne of the family.. Well, I’ll not bore you; I am an 
exceedingly an^able young person ! ” ' 

" Alt you ? I doubt it.”. 

“ I am, though. By the way, guess who is here ? In 
Afx, I'mean ? ” 1 a *■- 

Burke had no idea and said so. ^ 

” My aunt,' Mrsj: J*faxse, and my cousin Ratty. You 
have heard of them;' tl shw thenf yesterday.” 

"No!” ' 

" Yes. Poor Aunt Rosafhund was very kind to me. 
Viam going to have tea with Wr to-morrow. They are 
at the ‘ Splendide.’ ” 

" Has your mother seen her ? ” asked Burke. 

• ” Oh, no. Mother ^Vouldn’t; she has—” Thl! oirl 
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paused and then went «n with a little 8mile-r-“*cast o# 
her family, you know.” 

"But I should thiftk she v^ould like td see'her only 
sister,” insisted the man gently, for «nhis ^nind an ideal 
woman must lovi her sister. Pam looked at ^jim,*her 
eyes sjddenly full of U^e old ijionkey-look as the sun shone 
into tneir da^ dwths. v*' po you remember the woman 
in the Bible ?* ‘ Either thou goe^t I will gj; an^ where 
thou lodges! 4 will lodge, and thy^j^ple shall be m/people 
that always reihinds me of mother. Isii 5 w that i am bidet, 
you undferstand ?• And that is why she does not /are to 
see Aunt Rosamund. 

“ Bijt it,is unjust; it is Cruel. You know that for me 
there is no mie on earth like yr*iV mother,” Burke went 
eam^tly^ “ but still, according to the liws of society, she 
did wrong; and if your aunt can forget that, and forgive 
h 4 -T—”* 

“ Mother ought to be gratcfpl anc? kiss' her hand I But 

^ong, and 
^lifctj^ing 

he impasse 

whither her .unexpected raid^into the realms of Scripture 
had led him, and half curious to hear more of her opinion 
on the subject. 

“ Of cooyse she did give up’ a great deal; eVtfrything 
that makes a woman’s life pliasant.” • 

“ kubbish, Mr. Burke! Tjiere is only pne thing dhat 
makes a woman's life happy, ^and that is the tjiiug she 
took. And havinj^ taken it, and found it better than 
ail the rest put toget^jer, woflld you have her prctUnd-to 
be sorry ? As if a m'nute with father wa,sn’t wortlf a 
million years with poor Aunt Rosanmbd.” •• 

She had risen in her \^ehcrp6nce, Wd he saw how she 
had groym, an^ how the lines of h r figure had softened 
and improved. ^ ** 

As he looked at her sonii one came up {o them, unseca^ 
by both until close at hand. ^ 

Whiktls that ^out a'million y«ars with'motljer ? ” 

Pam turned. "Ratty! You l^re! Just^like you tft 


you s^ mother does not think piat she did i 
she does nbt feel grateful I Oh, let’s talk abpul: 
else I ” , , '• ^ 

Burke nodded, half relieved to cet lAck out of 1 
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^pome deeping on one like that/ Mr. Btjrke, my consip 
de Rat^^ Maxae,” ' 

Pam sat d6wn again with youtkfd suddenness as she 
spoke, and enfptie^ the next chdr of its books and papers. 
‘“Sit jiown, ^atty. How’s Aunt Ro&mund to-day ? ” 

" Pretty fit. I say, Pam,^this i^p jolly little bungalow 
you’ve got here.” Ratty lool^ed /zound’with an approval 
not al^ogethejr innocent of patroii'age. He was a fat youth 
with soft dimpled hanew. i,id a budding moustache. 

• Pfm laughed. *?Nothing like Monks’ \>oland, but not 
bad f&r people in a small way. Will you have some tea ? 
I wonder what-time it is !’.’<> 

It was nearly five as two watches simultaneously proved. 
■rf'‘‘R%tty, if you’ll go Lft^nt that window to„the n|;ht of 
the door and ring the beU on the left of the sideooard. 
some o»e v^ill come.” 

XJie young man 'obeyed, and a few miriuics idier rsm 
was pouring tea^in a'casua^ ^yay that haden it something 
of boyishness and was r^JJief attractive, 

‘^We^vdh’^ wait for father and mother,” she observed, 
pouring hot v^ter i^\o the pof ; " they e'^pected to be back 
for tea, but tha^ is not* saying that they will turn up for 
dinner even—as you l?now,* she added to ^urke. “ Are 
you going to the play to-njght ? ” 

“ I don’t know ; are you ? ” 

” Of*course, Madame Ravaglia is staying ■j^th us, did 
I not tell you?” 

“^Ravaglia Here!” ^ 

. Ratf.yis utterance was sopeWhat impedeu by bread-and- 
' butter,- Ipt bread-and-butter could sot conceH the horror 
iff hi^ voice, and his eyes bulged eloquently. « 

*“ Ravaglia I Here! If you a-e afraid of meeting her 
you had better trci,piy dear boy, for she might come out 
for some tea, thoym h aqubt at.” Pam srniled at him 
and her amusement \/as getiuine. 

“ But—hang it, Pam, yoa know as weU as I do that— 
ittr rather I suppose you don’t iSiow,” he added pompously. 
“ Men hear such things more than girls.” 

“ Nonsense I' Of coupe I know'. Aqd not a >bittvOn -do 
f'care. I love MadametRavaglia.” ' i 
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The fat boy r^. “ WipU, upon my word, I should t h inl r 
. my aunt,—’’ he obegan angrily, but she, intemn^ted hiin 
with authority. • ^ " 

" Don’t be absurd. Ratty. And r^ipemlJer you are in 
the hopse, or ratlfer in the garden, of’ p)eople who dare 
to do, as they choose. We are not afriid of a great 
•artist’d reputation.” ^ ^ 

“Afraid? Who, is? Oply there is such a jthing as pro¬ 
priety, and *here is another coiled .impropnky; ■’ and for 
a young girl o^^our age-” 

Pam looked at bim with a curious expression in hg*' eyes. 

“ You forget that' I ani, not an ordinary young girl. 
My parent^ are not married, nnd there is no regular, ready¬ 
made ^siti^n for me in the w^.ld, ,so I shall, thajjk 
be abfe to make my own position. So ejther go home and 
keep muni about where you’ve been, or else sit dflwn and 
dnTnl^your tea like a sensible boy.”, , 

Burice^ had Ijstened so surprised ae to lx; almost aghast. 
On the rare occasions when hg had thought of Pam, he 
had taK^n it for granted that her childish eyeo Wouid one 
day be violently opened; that a disual word or s3jne 
direct unkindnes^ would teach her 'vhh cruel suddenness 
the truth she had just so clehrly put beiore her lubberly 
young cousjn. 

And now the calm unconcern with which she had stated 
the case showed him that the process had most mercifully 
been made a gradual one; e that her father and mother,, 
too ^Engrossed in ecy;h other to take any definite CQjurse 
regarding her, had unwittingly done the ^sest jJiing by 
leaving nothing to surprise htSr. Having known sdl her 
li|f that her parents stood to each other in unusuai rela¬ 
tion, but soothed alwayp by the spectacle of their jierfoct 
happiness, the young girl now found,hurself Ipoking at hfe 
from the one view-point -vhenco it cij^d to her look calm 
and tranquil. ’ „ ' ’ 

■ The big man \ieaved a sigh c\f surprised rehef. 

Pam’s small face was full of a strange dignity, for sh^ 
faced the world not as a suppliant, nor as an enemy, but' 
rathei^as^ sincere, self-jcspectingj^atheist faces ^hose who 
believp in the GdJ he has forsak^. She and the world 
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^iisagre&l, but politely, without bittern^, for she fejt 
none of J;^t infesibrity which engenders hatred. 

Ratty watched her for a momeiA in dumb indignation. 
“ It’s a great*shajn« they aren’t married, then,” he burst 
out*at length, ^tting down his cup and brushing a. crumb 
from his skin-tight waistcoa^. 

Burke gave an angry start, ^ut/55 his surprise Pam burst' 
into a^merry^augh. “ Just goaind boiiistrmg the obstacle, 
will you^ then ? Pilly^^ays calls her'the Obstacle ! ” 



(:HA>rER ly 


There is a road leading into tliS mount^ fronf 
Aix that ^n^ slo^ly^up through very beautiM sc4ery, 
clinging to the rocky hill as if shrinldng feom the steep 
slope 0 ^ ths other side, untfi at length it makes a loop 
through a Will of solid stone asd ends in a small cou^ 
platform* frpm which is to be had the finest view in the 
couptry-side,* save one to be reached only by a funicular. 
One akemtwn about a week after the conversation re»or(Jed 
in the la^ chapter, Pam and,Cliamle^ Burke were sitting 
on the 'stone wall that edges fti« pelvidere, looking down 
at the pmpfe and golden panorama spread b^olfe tnSmw 
“ Ripping view,, isn’t it ? ” ^e girl *^$ked,anechanica% 
taking ofi he; hat and dropjjjng IJ tvith, safety behind 
her. 


Corking !• jjo you come up here often ? It's rather 
a pull, you know." 

" For fat people, yes, and voil are putting on a 1)it of 
flesh,’| she returned, with a crnical glanf; at his admirably 
got-up figure. " Pillf and I are lean kine^ so we don’t 
mind.’’ 

" Pilly! You don’t«iean to'say you drag that unfor- 
tuntte female all these miles, Pqjn ? I call that brutal?" ’ 

" It is rather, but I hive to walk, you see, and I’v^ 
got no one else. When we get here, sie’sits down on the 
bench with her back to all this,’’ JefkinV^er head towards 
the view, k and ^ays patience/ Tt’s a sweet sight." 

Burke burst ou^ laughing. “l\nd you, you little devil, 
sit and laugh at her! ’’ * 

" I don’t mind a bit being called a ' little devil ’^t's 
really ratfid nice, ygu knoV, thougl^I’m sure’ I’ve no idea 
I vky--iod you do mind being called f.jt. So try aain!" * 



98 PAM 

She looked aj him soleginly, swingiijg her feet as dhe 
spoked 

“ I could pnake you angry m a moment if I chose,” he 
answered, wipmgrthe moisture from his» rather bar^ temples 
with'd'smart olue and white handkerchief. 

” Then do.” 

“ Well, do you happen to'jfdbw tJ^t you look a good 
deal Sike Cauban at ” 

c Sl>e st(^ped swaging her feet and retlec+(^d for a moment. 
" Yt^, I *R..’'ow I do. Cally has very $ne eyes, don’t you 
think so?” rShe raised her, own,'golden in the strong 
sunlight to his as she spoke, sombre and weary in expression. 
- " Fine eyes ! Yoi\ ari' a limb. Well, yes, I* rau%t admit 
that much, I suppose.” 

” BijJ: you mean we have no colour and ito dimples. 
That’i true. Only I don’t think Cal would look weU fcrith 
pink cheeks and dimples, do you ? ” 

Then she burst out l^ligiiing. “ Aren't I sifly ? But 
you k«ow,-or rather yod don’t know, that it is quiib impos- 
siDle to hurl my feelings about my looks. I know I’m 
^ain.” 

He rose and came to hef, hia hands in his pockets. It 
had suddenly come home to him that she '\^ould not only 
be much less attractive with the pink cheeVs and other 
adorrments in question, but also that she was very nearly 
grown up. 

“Plain, are you ? Wcu, yes, i juppose you are," ne 
said slowly, studying her Cool little browo face with his 
prominent eyes. “ I don’t think, J^of/ever, that it’s going 
to matter much.” 

/ “ Matter! No, of course not.” * 

She spoke,wither^much earnestness that though she was 
obviously far awajlfrqm him imentally, he went on with 
a delightful sense lot bcginhjpg an exploration in a totally 
undiscovered coimtry. “JIow do you mean '"of course 
not ’ ? ” 

" I mean juiSt \vhat you saia. iBooks don't much matter. 
I mean Ijeauty doesn’b” 

“ Most people thinla that they matter more thfn any¬ 
thing else, my dear."’ 
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•" Most people^fre donkeys.” 

Burke sat down bjj Ijer. “ You are speayng, i\ake it, 
of looks in relation to one’s—a woman’%succe«s in life ?" 

“ Yes." 

“ Well, how do you mow men that they dbn’t matler ?" 

. She flinied, staring ai aS if he had just come. “ Oh, 
dear me, what»n earth B^ou gibbering ab«ut ? I only 
meant that uijKlis What do^thipgs.' 

“ Will ? ^ ' 

“ Yes,”# she Khnjed on impatiently. " SijpwSSis ^Eirely 
having one’s own way, isn’t^it ? Well, aiy' one with will 
enough can do anything. If she hasn’t white eye-lashes.” 

" Eye*lasSes! My dear Pam, w5at,a jump from al^traffl^ 
thoughts on Ml-jx)\^er! ■” ^ 

“Well, it does count. You know you like me.,better, 
to i®e the aearest illustration, than if I had watery, greenery, 
grey efes and stumpy white eye-lashea, Don’t you ? ” 

“ I do, but— 

“Theto» isn’t any but. lou eitner do or you don’t. 
And when I look dt you hard you foftet th^t I look h'lje 
a monkey, don’t you ?” * . * 

Before he cduld answer jhe Vent 'on. ‘*Now, let’s talk 
about somethiflg else. I hate long-drawn-out discussions.” 

" As your *eye-lashes are neifher stumpy nor, white, I 
perforce obey. What shall I talk about. She Who Misst be 
Obeyed ? ” ■* 

The* girl turned an^ looKea at mm cUnously. He -had 
never before spoken to her as* to a grown wdfnan, and she 
recognised, while she coj^ld not explain, the difference. 

“ For God’s sake let us sit upon the ground and’telhsad 
stories of the deaths of kln^.” * 

He stared, and she burst out laughing » 

“You are a badly educated perecyi, Mr. Chamley Burke 
of our loyal colony, Australia t Thought I was being 
original, dran’t you ? ” , 

“ I did—but I sappose it i» Shakespeare ? As a subject ^ 
of conversation, how will this do ? Your'gtaceful yoilng ’ 
cousin is in,love wkh you,” 

“ Oh-^Ratty and€x)ve! Such a yreat tat, tubby boy,' 
Isn’t it loathsome of^to pf course he was bouhd to do 



it, you know,” she went on without the slij^test embarrass¬ 
ment, **■ Boy^ alWa}^ do wifii the ope person they oughtn’t. ’ 
Imagine Aunt Rosapund’s feelings!' I saw it coming the 
first day I had tta with them in the ^plendide gardens; 
he wffi*so ab^d. Poor Aunt Rosamund was dreadfully 
upset until I told her that'wild horses couldn't dirag 
to marry a with hands like b(fth buns.” 

“ Tlietdeude 1 Youftdi^’t, ;idy tha^"? ” 

, ” But did. Aed'she was so relieved, oc)or dear, that 
she ff^got to be angry. Sinc^ I’ve refund to see 
him at all, she is consoled and thinkp me the nicest person 
in the world. Which I am,” §he added blandly, looking up 
^th a smile from her \'ork of scratching some moss ofi 
a stone with her hat-piif. “ She wrote mj grandfather 
that I^was much improved. I wonder whatsshe would 
have said if I had-appreciated Ratty’s charms !/’ 

” Probably that y 9 u were a designing httle wretch.' Pam, 
have they said anything nlo7c about Ravdglia ? 

“ Said asything ? Well,*! should rather thiqkdbey had. 
I had a long lettet from my grandfather the other day, 
i/rging me t6 ‘ drOp her.’ ‘Imagine me dropping Gemma 
Ravaglia! ” ‘ 

“ There’s sometnmg m it, though, my good child.” 

" Oh, come now; you 'wo ! That would be too much. 
YouJcnoiV that she is thp greatest genius of the century, 
and that I adore h,‘*r-” ( 

know. At the same time, if you were my 
daughter- , 

Psim' rose and picked* up her l^it. " Which, thank 
heaven,* I am not. Let’s , go, shall we ? We are dining 
with you, aren’t we ? ” 

“ Yes.” Burka pid no mor^, lor he had no wish to 
make himself so disagreeable thpt he would be expelled from 
the undiscovered tcountry^ just within wfipse boundary he 
had to-day penetrated. They walked home rather silently 
and as she gave him her h?nd at the garden-door, the 
young girl s^ 'suddenly, “ Thanks for not bothering me 
about that. Jt would have been no use, for only.one thing 
•would ever make me give her up.’ 

" And- that one thiiig ? ” 
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," That—she ^oold give me up, and she won’t ^ve 
• up, for she is foOT of me; I amuse her.”, , ‘ 

" All right, m not %ay any more about it I Suppose 
you have a right to do as you like,” he ^etuAed. 

An hour or two Ihter, Burke met his guesif in theJfrface 
of the .pasino, and they walke/l together towards the table 
*he had engaged. The re^urant was very full, for Ravaglia 
was playing “'Pia,” and TS|^ason was at i^ heigl^t. 

Pam, lookJhg ver^well inlU^nk fiock, darted afway just 
as she was on tie point of sitting dowr/and we^tintp tlife 
corridor, Vhere sha stood talking to a tall ^jaflff^'^mpped ' 
in a long fur-trimmed maiJtle. * 

“ Rayaglia! ” observed Sachc^erel, rising and bowing 
to a passer-ty, who had beenjbom'in Ratcliff Highvlfj^ 
but w^ n 9 w dressed by’Worth. “ The 'jhild is mad about 
her.” 

* Sbe i^ a dear, really,” Pauline added, " and nearly ^wild 
with nerves tonight. ThinJj pi beihg so cold that you 
have to wear sables in August * ’* ^ 

Pam cariie slowjy back as she spoke. “ ^jefther, wilt’s 
the matter with Carissima She li^| been crying, qjid 
looks like dea^h.’ , 

Pauline shyigged her sboulcfers. *“ She is nervous, dear, 
that’s all.” , 

But the young girl frowned thoughfully. “ No, it isn’t 
that. She is unhappy again, mV jwor dearest.” 

“ feniuses are always mowly,” laughpd Burke. “ Ooo I 
look at those emeralds ! That’s Fanchon—what's heritame 
—the little woman in white, over there by ttie pill^, And 
there by the door,^o»the left, are San Gesualdc^ and his 
wife.” They all turned l^ked at the two womeh and 
the man to whom their j'petaposition was so well known.' 

" His wife does look cheery,” ren^ked Pam. “ Poor 
thing, how she must loathb hayihg him with her when she 
knows hole dyiitg to go off ard’see Fanchon 1 ” 

Burke frowned^ and then laughed. " How do you know 
he has the honour of Madimoiselle Chore’s acquaintance, 
Miss Pamela ? ” he asked teasingly. '* 

“ H (4 l<»uldn’t ^jry well have gVen her those emeralds 
without knowing her, could he ? ” * 
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A txavelling clock on the table stru^ _._ _ _ 

woman iglanc^ at it impatiently. 

" To one other person ? To whfcm ? ' 

“ To the lian are going to love,” returned Ravagha, 
wilheii solenuity in her beautiful deejj voice such, as Pam 
had never heard. 

“ To the man I am going to lo\^ . 

“ Yes. V^hen he comes, *wll have r’ right not only 
to you? future, bu<K^1;o etVry mom^t oj; ydar past life. 
*rha,^ is^ ^ he diffeVnce.” She broke off.fjier hollow eyes 
bummg wit&i.^itter earnestness. ” r ntust send^ou away 
now. Some d^y, some one will tell you my story—my real 
one, not the one foo|s babble about. Then you will 
•"ffffderstand. Good-hf/e.^am.” 

Bending over ihe girl’s slight figure in‘its simplS gown, 
the woKiark, who has been to this century the incarnation 
of Vagedy, strangely unreal looking in her medfieval gbwn 
of green and gofd, did a strjujge thing. She outliijed a httle 
cross on the smooth yoijng brow before she kissed it. 

“ Now gA ]iome, my child, and to bed. Thi§ play is not 
for you. Anri—I j^ave mqyed into the hotel, I do not 
return to the vilja. P^mis^ me not to tr^ to,see me again.” 

“ I promise. But oh-” 

“ Hush, I must go. Good-bye, Pam. A^dio.” 

Pam niched from the room and out into the garden by 
a sicW" door. She had fotgotten her dinner, the sound of 
that one word “ AdUio ” ran|;*in her ears. 

Uifder the stars she stood still, in»a lonely alley of the 
Rarden., ‘‘ ‘ The man I am^going to love,’ ’‘ she said slowly, 
aloud. ‘ 
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" My dcM PamV-I having a vile l|5ut of p^t 
aunt androusin, natural solaces, arc awayyour friend 
and uncle, Dick Maxse, is sfliooting in S(^land. I am a 
lonely ^ed-man. Will you lome#? We i)arted somewhat 
unceregionioi^ly, and sgme time hdk elapsed sinat timf 
but my^apger nfevef had any staying pawer, and I want 
yoiL So come and amuse me. Bring ijll youpbelbngings, 
for n-you* find, as the housemaids, I beli^re, put if,«that 
the place Suits >t)U, I’d hke yea io'staji a few years with me. 

our aflec*ti<inate grand^ther.” 

"A very good letter, isn’t,it?” |.^ed ^acheverel,^ 
Burke handed,it l?ack to him. 

" Very. Rather ungrandfatlierly, eh ? ” 

" Can you imagine any one being the conventional grand¬ 
father to Pam ? I am hard put to it, very oiten, to be 
simply paternal.” The two meh, who were sitting In the 
garden of the villa, laughed 'i^cr thcirtjgars. 

“]?am certainly is utterly unhke other young *girls, 
Sacheverel.” 

“ Very. The Y eolan'Is have always been queer, jnd then 
of course her environmiints ha^^e helped to make her ^l^t 
she is.” 

Burke leaned back in the wicker clyaV that looked too 
fragile for his CTcat fram(?, and'stared up into the fresh 
green of J^e limg-tree. " I si^, Sacheverel, what do you 
mean to do with her ? ” 

“ Do with her ? My de5r fellow, Piq sure I haven't 
the slightest idea! What would y«u advise^? ” 

“ I mdhii she is ^own ap now, and men will sfeon begin 
to their place—and a big pl^ce, too, unless I aih 
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^ery nwch mistaken—& her 'life. Do you want her to 
marry?” * f 

Sacha^^rel §miled, his wfiite tee|;h flashing behind his 
dark lips, 

“.Now, Bur^^ nMy I The thermometer must be twenty 
in thd^hade, and I had a late luncheon, and you ^k me 
questions like that. Let’s discuss ^ome simpler question. 
—French poVtics, for instance 

BuAe) watching him, sud^^r^ felt what tl e ^f^-^n’s charm 
must,be to Paulicie’’Veolarid. It l^y, not in what he 
«• said.^S^^i-Uk^e wa*/ he said it. Inndte^gSety o{, heart is 
such a rare thinj^ and here it combined with a buoyant 
irresponsibility, strong passiojis, and a sort of careless 
t»yiiulness that bubljleA up of itself in the waters of his 
nature.* '* 

Pauliqp, in her "unmorality, her graceful frivoiity, would 
have been Bored by a man whose qualities were builtt,pn 
^ prindi^es; hurt, and wo\mded by one who was fiise or 
harsh, antagonised by one '5^‘Jto strived for the virtues she 
did not possess. ' , o 

Sdcheverel,' as absolutely natural in liis good as in his 
ba'd qualities. Was jX'yb^bly the one man in the world into 
whose nature hei own'■could- have fitted as does a key in 
a well-oiled lock; and Burke, who was himself a much 
stronger man, for either good or evil, than h'is host, and 
who had sometimes wondered what lay in Sacheverel which 
so held the beautifujj rather 'illy woman, suddenly knew 
by a„; 5 hock of intuition, as Sachevere| gaily expressed his 
unconcern resi^ecting the future of his daughter, what it 
was. 

.“You are a careless beggar,” the Australian growled, 
lighting a fresh cigar at the stump of his old one. “ She’s 
3 ^ur child, after all.” 

“ Of course she is, bless her, and an enchanting young 
person too. But what’s the use, my dear fellow, of laying 
a lot of plans for her which she’d be sure to demolish if 
only out of devilment, the minute she ran up against ’em ? ” 

. “ Fm not askiflg you to make plans actively, I merely 

wondered .whether you lUid Pauljne wish her to marry .or 
to--go into a convent.” 
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• “Pam In a convent 1 fwWf*’/Ihe set them aU by the^ 
iea|b?” returned\Sacheverel wth a chuckle. “And —j 
marry? Oh yes,.! dajesay she’ll marry some (ity. I 
wish you were ten years younger, Burk^’’ 

Burke^started. “J I She wouldn’t lo^k a/me.” 
“Probably not. 1 ^h she would, though. Snb is 
going to*need a master, for sh^ is very headstrong. Good 
Lord I how she went on aW Gemma Ravaglia 1 I swear 
I fought 8]^ be ill, poor monkey.’’ 
j-j decer4 of Ripvaglia, ui(|ugh. } wondetwhy she* 

Sacheverui nesuatea^ ■ i gon’t know, njfiid you, but I 
have an idea Lord Yeoland pujt her up to itT’ 

“ Lord»Yeoland I Does she kno'J^ hjm ? ’’ 

“Doe* she i* %ijespected pajJa-in-law «fa »w»« pWA« 

knoTO’ or hSs known, every one worth his notice Jor the 
lastA^ century. She told me years ago that she used 
to see a gcjpd de^ of him at one tyne., Poor soul, she ^^as 
very much cut up about giv.^^, up Pam. Adoration is 
very pleasciit, and my young lady g!v^ it with both hands. 

The two men smbked in silence for a few nfinutes, eafch 
of them occupied 'tith his owif thoqgh/^ ' • 

I-*// ^ September, but the 

UtUe garden was pleasant, and a bird sang in a tree. 

After a while Burke said slowly, “ You think she’ll go 
to England ? ’’ . .6 

Oh, yes, dt course she wil^ The old man is very lond 
of her^ this is the sec;pnd letter he has s?nt since shejtpok 
much leave. Jhe other ono was to Pauline, and we 
aion t mention it to Pap, as wenvanted her to go on with 
her studies; it was that winter in Rome. I kilbw»y«u 
think me a heathen Chinee fot refusing to map out hlr 
future life, but you see for ?he present stw«will at Yeoland 
Md then, well, she quite intinds dtiog that mapping herself. 
She’s hardjieaded.” 

" She’s mso hot-blooded.’’ 

Sacheverel stared. “ Yoi» think so? Well, no doubt' 
she IS. I hope so. I’m sure. Most people* have MaWn’s* 
rood m tfi^ veins*nowadays.’’ J * , 

Burk^ laughed. • Well, sfehasn’t. And I hope to God 
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'she will fall In love, when the time comes, with some decen 
'Mow, tfor doesa%—. Here sdS is/' ie added' 
bastilf. <■ 

Pam, commg (pt of the dining-room window in a scant 
whi^ frock, »^un-bonnet on, and Calilfan tucked under her 
arm, looked childish enough to iiake Burke feel rather 
sacrihgious. ^ * ■* 

“^n sd^, la compagnie?’ she criecL as she joined 
them. ‘’“I can’t sb«dCe haif^with you unfild^ve put down 
'the^^xi^d CafJ^ How" are you Th^^ chocolates are 
a gooa-bye«<ftffering from the unfortunate Fat Boy. His 
mamma allowed him to serd thefti on condition of not 
coming to say good-t^ve, I suppose. Won’t she shriek 
.joy when she arriv/'s at Monk’s Yeoland, and finds 
me and Pilly nicely installed there ?” . ^ ' 

Opening, the box she ofiered of its contents to the two 
meprand then poked about in it with a pointed fo^e-feiger 
until she had found exa> tjj^what she herself wanted. 

“ If I have a weaknesr, vhich I trust you are both too 
polite to admit, it is for pistachio and chCColate. Cal 
prefers noisette, dQu’t you, ^you beauty ? ” 

Since Burke’s teEing her that Caliban looked hke her, 
she had taken great'^pleasure in pointing out that small 
beast’s good looks on every occasion. 

“ Well,” she went on briskly, as the two men did not 
speak, but watched her 'with lazy enjoyment, “ what do 
you think of my ^nn-bonnefV I made it myself. If you 
look closely you will see that it is adorned with much gore 
—my poor linger is laceihbd—but I think the bonnet 
rather fharming.” 

‘^Tkking off the quaint little hea(J-dress she put it on the 
monkey, and tied the strings in a neat bow under his chin. 

” Observe the sweetness of that / ” she exclaimed, turning 
the little creature around. “ fsn’t he lovely ? Just look 
how it increases his beauty ! ” " 

But Caliban, springing from her knees, ran to what he 
.lonsidered a safp distance, ahd began clawing frantically 
at lire offendiilg articl^ and using language in his shrillest 
voice. Pam flew after him, and when he hurfied away 
from her, stiU chattering profanely, a mad chas,: began 
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t^fad and rounc^ the litHe enclosure, in which the girt 
rii with as much excitement as tAe monkey/and with ^ little^ 
thought of persona] dfgfiity. At length she lomered him 
behind a thicket of rose-trees, and calling B^rke to block 
one exit* crept in o\lr the thick grass, on al>lours. , * 

\ After la violent scuflre and burst of breathless laughter 
she emerged, a long scrat!>h jn her cheek, one of her plaits 
hanging loo?^ ahd a green si on h^r frock. * 

“ He's bitten la great hole iii it,” site Mid to tJurke, as 
he took ^e qui^erin^ Caliban, Ind sh/ gatherife ilt^he/ 
hair, “ and he trierf to, bite me, tte little d>^.iion. There’s 
gratitude for you ! ” 

“He has palpitation of the hflirt, though, poor lit^ 
beggar 4” 

••OhUi • 


rifopping her hair and the corpus deligti, she»raif to him 
and laid aji anxious hand on the monkey’s ^mall breaif, 

" He has. H5w it beats I Ob,%r.^urke, do you think ' 
he’ll die ?’’, Her big eyes, pfisftirely tragic, were raised 
to his. 


“ No,” he retuped a littlft unsteadily, < people—tnat 
is, monkeys—^ion’t die from 0 . p^pAatiqn of the heart. 
Mine, for instance, is puiViping like the devil,' this very 
moment.” * 

“ Yours ? But you didn’t rup. Oh I wish > could see 
whether he is^ale or not,” shi^added, turning to the mdnkey 
agaim 

"Damn thejjrute!” ejaculated Burke rpughly, **you 
care more for him than you do fqr me.” 

Her hand, still on thA monkey’s heaving little chest 
turned again to the man* a slight frown drawing her strongly 
marked brows together. *He was breaUiing hard, and his 
red-brown eyes looked steady iijto heft. * 

“ You know \yhat I mean ? ’’ jhe'sald at length abruptly. 

A littlifimile stirred her lips and the frown disappeared. 
“ Yes, I know,” she returned, as* frank as he. 

" And it amuses you I ” 

No., I don’t^ want to give jtou palpitations ui ine 
heart, Aut do yov* really’ mean it ? Bemuse il you (^p, 
I must^ grown-up f ” 



He bjirst oat laughing, ag he had laughed long ago in 
Casins gardep. 

“ Well, am I not ? ” she persisted. “ If I weren’t, you 
wouldn’t loot, at‘me like that.” ^ 

"^ot that brute, have youj,” Sacheverel came 
sauntering towards them ^ he spoke, his hands in haS 
pockets. I- 

“Yes,” cSlled Byrice, acj^g under hi4,bK.ath to Pam, 
Of.couge you are, and ;eu know it,” 



III 


(i^APTEji 

Ten days later Pam and Pilgrim were once more driven 
up the avenue at Monks’ Yeolanfi. ,The young girl #ti 
very erict, htir hands folded in'* her lap, her quick eyes 
darting on all sides through the trees.of the 

parki , 

“ Gli8 tp come back, Pilly ? ” 

Pilgrim sighecf. " I'm glau;*a^ yet at the same time 
I’m sorry, ,Miss Pam, which takes-»the satisfaction out of 
things, somehow. I’d much rather be a<l glad or all sony.” 

" Life isn’t so ymple as thtit,” ^rc^lif-ned'Pam sagely, 
"and for my part, I am glad it 'isn’t!* I ratter enjoy small 
pu 22 lements, vOu know,” , 

“ Them as *as small puzzlements doesn’t always escape 
big ones. Miss Pam.’’ . , 

“ Some do. ^I, for instancon It all depends on whether 
one really knows whaj one wants, Pilly,^and then foxing 
straight ahead toward that onetthing.’’ 

The girl frowned «s she spoke, the frown of nental 
intentness. It seemed more a,withdrawing of h&r ■'lyw 
under her brows than a nlovemeftt of the brows themselv^. 

Pilgrim shook her head. • Life was all dompliptions and 
inner conflict to her, and she had'gij)wn much older in the 
last few years. , ,! ‘ 

" There Is always h’obstacles. Miss Pam.’’ 

Pam gave a sudden short Uugh of anticipatory triumph, 

“ And obstacles are made to be jmped bver, or at 4^1 
climbed qyer, you ^ear old croker; Sometimes I long 
for grealj oostaides jist for the joy of surmounting themi 
Oh. herl. we are! pear,old hccse. And there is 
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'good old Judson at the door.' I am glad, PiUildns, aren’i 
you ?"* ^' 

Pilgrim stfaightened her grim ‘oonnet and sighed. As 
she had sufieired .niider the trouHes Pauline had never ever 
oW'ved, so t!ie poor soul grieved i,T /jitidpation<of Pam’s 
future ones. ' 

Lord Yeoland was in his ro<>M, the butler told her, aw 
lea’cng.Pilly, in the hall, P^ run upstai" 

“ Grandfather, lEay I ccSs in ’ ” 

XKfe <y^ man, ^ho wsS sitting ti his •.oll-chair close to 
a bright fire, turned delig -tedly at the sound of her vibrant 
young voice, Sud as she kissed him and chattered on, he 
realised how desperat&'y bored he had been d'lring the 
s^x yiars since she hhd gene. 

“ How’s youT/ mother ? ” 

“ Veiy well, thank you ; she sent you her love.” 

"''il’m I Aiid—your father ? ” 

“ Father is well, too. ' Xk.ey always are, you know. He’s 
growing a little bald, it L Such a joke ! ” 

.The old'man, who looked fresh and rosy in'spite of his 
gout, looked 'at her. slily. . 

“ And we have grown up ! Our hair is braided around 
our head, our skirts are long, and we have a figure I To 
say nothing of a lover.” 

Pam started, a quick blush dying her face. “ Oh—you 
meaih Ratty I Can you imagine any one bei» g so idiotic ? ” 

" Also, we laugh at the unfortunate who venttues to 
love, and nqt to please us. My dear, you are definitely 
and irrevocably a woman.” 

She ’aughed. “ Yes, i am neu’ly seventeen, an aged 
/tmale. Do you think me impro^’ed ? I mean, in lool«.” 

Lord Yeoland studied her faqe for a moment with much 
solemnity. “ Yoif.are still plai,n,” he said at last, “ but not 
quite so plain as formerly. And—I am very glad to have 
you back, my dear.” 

“ I am glad, too, G. F.'” 

' Md indeed, the you ig girl was gladder than she could 
quite explain, even to herself, to be again with the old 
man, with whom she felt a strong sfnse of dunaraderie. 
He, for his part, loolfed back, as the days flew palt, at the ' 
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few years, with a sort of amused admiration for his^ 
own impatience itf enduring their dubiess., Rosamand and* 
her children as mei& du,fiur, with Dick Maxse»and an'occa- 
sional visit as an ««^^~it was as ineJcl^arating to look 
back on it as had lo exist through. • ^ ’ 

And Pam, spicy Utub bonni houche, he had, curiously 
^ough, ‘asked for but\ once. Pauline’s reasons for 
preferring nq^ tc let the chiifl return to Engl-^d, on Jhat 
one occasion; haJ seemed 10 hi p too feood to be^ pibtested 
against, and too annoyipg for hir] to wish a rpi^itioiy of’ 
their expression ! « 

Dick Maxse had given hin'* a'good dRX'of trouble, by 
going in for company-promo/ing, >nd one or two of his 
performances in that hne had cpfaged the old man^s^o 
one'hadIver^en himcnr.^ed. During a period of eighteen 
months tile culprit had lieen forbiddcn__to introduce his 
now ieddering nose into the precincts of*Mcnks’ Yecl<yid, 
and during that^time poor Ros^(|Lnd's aspect of patient 
woe had nearly driven her father nmd. 

On the wilole, as,he now enjoyed Pern’s prince, Lofd 
Yeoland wondered how the d^uce he, ^d i«en able to 
exist so long wijthodt it. 

" The fun, however,” the wicked old man thought with 
a merry rub jof his small dry hands, “ the real fun will 
begin when Ratty comes down ; and it will go on iacreasing, 
unless I am,_ which would be very’singular, quite out oi my 
reckoiyng, every day she grSws older., She is going to 
be a woman with whdm all sorts of men will fall in fove. 
And I shall maiVy her to some one of the sighing brigade, 
by Jove! ” ’ 

This idea gradually ^.ook possession of him, as Tvlk 
perhaps not unnatural. , 

He was powerful enougn socially to sure* that many 
a man who fell under the Aarm pf' Pam’s rather unusud 
personalitji would, not hesitate to marry her, as his grand¬ 
daughter. It had amused him, ia the old days when Pam. 
had been at Monies’ YeolanA as rl child,, to present l^er» 
as occasion arose, to his various ngighbours,^ as “ Piilhela 
Yeoland. Any grand<-^i^ht*r.” The reception of'this bit 
of infpn^tion had varied in detail, ^ when Lady Oxton- 
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^Sm 5 ^he had raised her painted eye-orows, or whe 
malicipfis dowager who vrSs visiting in the neighbonrt 
murmured sdmething about not l^aidng* known that I 
Tfeoland had a s#if. The only person who had refuse 
acknowledge Sam was the wife of th4 old man’s4ieir, 
Mrs. Fred Yeoland was unpopular enough to yake 
act very uyfavourably commei^lcd on by every one 
heaad yf it« So on the whgj^ Pam had beei^ccepted 
.her gra^^ather wSS emnbfetically the grffitest man of 
:o*nty, ^ar the ^arquisiof Budcoalbe, andndly old ge: 
nan who collected butll^rflies an^ beamed Me the 
)n righteous adh unrighteou#alike, for the excellent re 
:Ij^at he was too deaf to be *able to hear of eitlj^r vu 
)r siA. 

And now shqrhad returned, and Lord am 

himself wfth making plans for that future to which 
[elti^ strong^ her owtl exclusive right. 

One evening in Novqitlier, Lord Yeoland aAd Pan 
in the library listening ind waiting for the carriage v 
had gone to the sfettion to fetch Mrs.. Maxse*^nd Ev 
who had beeto viailing in London, and whom Pam ha( 
yet seen. ‘ ‘ * 

Pam sat on the club fcndef.rin this case a comfor 
broad and low one covered with red leather,‘Caliban i 
lap,^ white her grandfather, temporarily pretty weU, 
near her, leaning back in hig arm-chair. ^ 

“^This room,”ethe old nmn began, after a iong,,f 
during which he had studied her tfnoughtful face qi 
“ is a^very good background for you„my ‘dear.” 

“ Is 4t, grandfather ? ” * 

Yes. The books are, rather*, gorgeous, you see, 
the crimson of the curtains and the chairs is becomi 
you. So is the fife too.” 

“I love a fire. Ahd*! verily believe poor old 
would die without the sig'ht of the flames. ‘He lie 
thinks how he wishes (lie* could roll in ^e nice hot c( 
'doiiH 5 rou, CaJI ?•” n 

TAHhan turned his weird little face to her and toh 
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/'And what are you tliinldng about all the mj 
dear ? You are Very thoughtAl of late.’* 

The girl looked at him. “ You noticed ? Well, 
grandfather, I suppose I might as Wl tell you. It’s 
a man.'* * * 

“ A jnan ? Already ? ” fiord Yeoland sat up and 
looked at her alertly, ‘^ot that pink and ysjQow curate, 
I hope ? ” * 

“ Mr. Mo?ecainbe ? Dh, no.* ^ome Bne you neyer hear(J 
of. You^see, it% rathftr jjueer. IHp ikuJ tn jn 

love with mother.’* , 

“ With your mother ? I'didn’t knoi^ she ever knew 
a man l^fore Kennedy.” 

V Lie^still,,Caliban, stof* snoring ! Oh, it^asn’t 

that ft was i^r years ago at\Ai.x. One night 

at ^e oji^ra I saw him staring at mother. Pill^ and I 
were i»tlje stalls, and she and father wer/in a /ogr,«and 
he saw me watAing, and 1 snr.ikifat him.” 

“ That kind of you, mytlwi*” 

“ And then he followed me out into-’the garden and asked 
me all about her.”^ 

“ Good heavens, my dear, did tlt»y'lct you roam about 
talking to straage men ? ’Pauline ought to know better,” 
commented the old man irascibly. 

Il^l^ked all about her,” went op the girl, withdht noticing 
the^terruptten. “ I told, him who she was, and who 
fathes was, and theij the next day father found tljpt he 
was an old frieijd; they used .tp live in the same house in 
London, )iear5 ago.» So, of course, he—the man, I mean, 
used to come a lot to lee us. ^He was very much in^o.ve 
with mother.” • • 

She paused, and sat tlyiughtfully staring at the carpet 
until he recalled her with aicurt “Go oiPl ” * 

“ Oh, yes. \yell, he’s always Been a great friend of 
ours, eve^'since, and I had a letter from him yester¬ 
day.” • * 

“ Still in love wiin your moiner ii 

“ Oh no. That’s just it; Jhe perer thing is in love with 
me now. ( 

“ Is l^j indeed ? Has he .told yoi\ so ?" 



Aally sensitive, is still, under either category, subject to 
likiitatipits. 

Ratty^s limifation was the hint of^at-pm. 

“ Very well, Pan^'*he said, blowing Lis nose with dignity, 
" ni go away. going back to dx^rd in a few days, 
and until I do go, I’ll not bother you4s you call it, but the 
time may come, my dear girl, wt^ you will realfee that" 
the o^er of ifi^rriage from a—aNnan of my position is not 
to be scoFp^ by a girl—ii^ ypurs." 

*Thpn*he^ent, lAving h|r to pull j^ut his/arrow ana look 
at it. 

“ Horrid little BWle,” she'exclaimed aloud, as she leaned 
over the parapet, and watched tis retreating figure through 
t6eTie«§. "A man‘in tis posjtion, indeed! Thank 
goodness he’s goijg away. And wuat a fuss^tjii^v all do 
make about .mam^e. Even dear old G. F. thin& he’s 
going 50 cook a nice little matrimonial schenfe ft>r Ibe. 
If they only knew ! ” *' ' 

She leaned against th^'^ftoagh grey stone parapet, over 
whiqji, she cc^d just a slim little figure in a*ed jersey 
and Tam looking •tfeoughtiplly down into the wintry 
leaves of the oajj in'tjie Rffactory, her’he^d making a 
pretty enough picture to a man'who had ju%t entered the 
min and stood looking up at her. 

“ Pam! 

“ Mf. Burke ! ” 

Burke, looking biggfcr than fever in his long rough gfeat 
coat, tdok off h^ hat, and stoo^ bareheaded as they talked. 

“ Why didn’t you answer ray letter ? ” * 

" I nothing to say ti it.” 

“ I told you I was corain^*,” 

“ And you have porae. How ^0 you like I5ircnraere ? 
I hear the last man left because the chimneys all smoked so.” 

“ Hang the chimneys. ‘ Pam, I’^m coming u1).”' 

“ All right, only go slow: the stairs are bid, mid Ratty 
already been up and ^wn them once.’’ 

Dufke, as he esnergedj'on the platform, answered her 
observation wit^ a greax nervous laugh, adding, “ You 
are radest little beggar I ” 

” Yes, am I not ? IJow are you ? " 
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S)ie gave him her hand in its ^bby dogskin glove with 
careless good nature, and then ^ent on ct>nversationally,i 
“ Sorry I can’*’ Tffet yoMa chair and some tea/’ * 

“ I don’t want tea. Bit are you going<(^stay here long ?” 
“ I don’t know. W|^ do you ask ? ” 

, “ Because if you are, Fam goiag to offer you a seat.” 

She stired. “ What d» you mean ? ” 

“ I know what I meaii,'’* he returned an aij of 
mystery, and an effort to overcc^e hiS visible ner]jjJusness. 

“ Then suppos4 you me, iry good|tnan, loh^e 
every intefttion of stayin^licrc f()^—sev^al hours. 

“ You have ! You cfon’t findit rathA ^-nilly ?” 

. “ Balmy. I spend all my evenings here for preference." 
She lauded, enjoying te^ sing^ higi, as she spoke, fc^jt ‘fcfer 
laugliter cease! suddenly'a^without a word, be stooped, 
caught Her up, and with great gentleness ^t hor down on 
the pRrapet*over which she had ju^ been able to see wjien 
standing. 

“ Oh ! How strong you are ■ 

He stood “^th hi? arms still aroun4*Jier, his* face close 
to her clasped hands. “ Ydl, ^am st{o,«g. ^ow do you 
hke your perch^ you little titmoyse, you ? ” 

“ I'm not a tj^mouse, yon •old—mastodon. You needn’t 
hold me. I’ll not fall off.” • 

He did not move. “ What if I should hold, you out 
there, over the^dge, and th^ di'op you ? ” 

" If jou did, I should fall. * And tlrtTi*how sorry you’d 
be when you heard m5 squashipg on the stones.” * 

He started baCk, still holding her, and the colour left 
his face. “ You httle*ghDul. Dt^i’t say such thing^S^Tell 
me, Pam, are you glad to >ce me J 
Pam was small, but she had never ii^ her life realised 
that she was so until this ^jeat rough npin had swung her 
up to her pcrclf there on the to^gr'and stood before her. 
Suddenly ^ said, “ Take me down, please.” 

He obeyed, holding her fo^ a mjment in the air, anc 
then very tenderly* setting her down on the rough stopt 
platform. 

" Mow Big you are I ” ske said slowly, looking up a| 
him, " a^ how little 1 am. I am glad I am little.” 
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“ Why ? ” he asked with curiosity. 

“ Pe(iause, sone day, \^n I love sonft man, I want hipi 
to be able to^iarry me as you did.T. 

Burke drew a^6ep breath and walked abruptly to the 
other side of ^he platform. He that she" was too 
young to be made love t#, but she was making things 
hard for him. ^ ^ * 

Acd^as Sc went, she rememrered what she had herself 
forgott^jj^or the tadment^in the thought thht had come 
to» hdt the i£<an whose existence M..dame Ravaglia’s 
words had made Ifier a\we, the ijian- she was*'some day 
j£»«k)ve. *■ ' 

, She remembered tha^' Burke loved her, and thought that 
shf*nad hurt him. R waskan enisode that had no precedent; 
she enjoyed hiyling the obnoxTdIfis Ratty, she lilted 
Burke knd as ye.t no curiosity had come to her about the 
deplh and exempt nature of his feelings. » 

“ Shall we go in ands^ti some tea ? ” she began a little 
uncertainly ; “ it must oe time.” 

" A most.excelleirt idea. I was as i matter of fact on 
my way to eall tmeyour fraridfather. I have something 
for him.” * *’ 

“ For my grandfather ? Wfiit, I wonde*- ? ” 

“ A photograph of your mother,” he returned as they 
went dow%i the winding stair. “ It was taken just before 
I left Paris, and she sent a cf'py to him.” 

“ Oh I What go\Vn did she have on ? And who (jid her 
hair ? I do hope not that horrid ‘ Charles ; ’ he makes all 
the heqfis on earth look identically alike^ ” 

“ flih those things you'll have to decide for yourself, 
ny dear child. It’s a low gown, and her hair looks much 
is usual, that’s all I know.” 

Lord Yeoland, 'whom they found alone in the library, 
vas very gracious to Burke, and accepted fee photograph 
vith great pleasure. « * *; 

“ An excellent picture—repiarkably like her. She has 
hanged very little since—since I saw her,” he said putting 
lis pincf-nes;, back into its case. “ What are you looking 
or, Pam ? ” 

Pam, who was dpwn on her hands and knee: peering ‘ 
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under a great arm-chair Beyon^he radius of the lamplight, 
.turned her face dver her shouJaer. “ I'm looking ^r pofer 
old Cally, grandlathr^ You swore you’d look after him 
—he’s so homesick y-day, poor deal*. * I suppose it’s his 
birthday or some ojhfr anniversary.” , "* 

“ Meaning that the little brute is in even a viler temper 
than uSual. Mr. BurlJe^ you probably have the honour 
of the creature’s acquauimnce, and will un^lerst^cUwhen 
I tell you'and his irate mis^ess tfiaf after he..^ad twice 
tried to bite m(^I had tp^send him up t^ Pilgri±^’ 

Pam,^ho had siscn, Wnt to-tlic dojj^ and rang. 

“ You must have got on hi< nervesfiiien,” she retostg^ 
rather yngraciously, “ for hb alntest never bites. Jam^> 
fetch ijy monkey, will you ? ” * 

When tp^and the "bahlsTred Caliban l^ad appcarea, ana 
Pam ^ad disj)ensed the former in he/ usual Somewhat 
hapha/arS way, she sat downtby the §re and liitcned 
gravely while her grandfather,jy^ his new neighlxiur made ‘ 
conversation. ” 

When at last Burke had ^one, shcttlid not ^fieak untjj the 
old man exclaimed suddmily* “ And lyou^think he is in 
love with you ? '* - ' 

“ Yes. Dcui’t you ? 

“ I don’t* know. I saw nothing particularly decisive 
I must say.” ^ * 

“ Oh, he’sMiot an idiot,^ou know. But isn’t it a pity 
he s^iould waste his time on me 
‘‘ Why must it necessarily, Ije waste of tiijie ? He seems 
a very good soft of^man, my dear.” . 

Pam nodded absenliy. ” Ort yes, only he isn’Cv^can, 
wouldn’t it be excelleat, grandfather, if he should full in 
love with Evy ?” , * 

“ Why in the name of*,goodqess slwhld he-do that ? ” 

” I don’t* say that he s^ioufd, only that I wish he 
would, ^e il really grown upi you know, nearly nine¬ 
teen. And he, is frightfully r^ch. I do like Wm^no* 
much.” ' • 

Lord Yeoland smiled. ” Then why dou’t yqu consider 
him youftelf ? ” 

Cyi^no. I can’t exactly explaip," she returned, rising 
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aAd taking up her hat and|jacke<, “ but he isn’t the nxan 
fo» me^aU.” ^ 

“ I see. It inay be a little awkv ard flien, his settling 
down here.” * 

■^No. I was ^fraid of that too, tJ^til I had seen him, 
but now I know better. He*’won’t bother me yet ; he’s 
waiting until I’m older.” 

” By Jove\ Now, how in tfle ^orld did you get hold 
of that u’**! ? ” said *the <dd man highly arftused and 
delighteM. 

" I donN^ know, ti^it I’m'^ure it’s righrt, G. F., cfear.” 



:ha^ter III 

And she was rigtit, as Lord Yeolancl, yom ills jasita|[e 
ground oWleutral ol^rv^on, soon admited to himself. 

Burke was not a particula#lf clcvcr/irian, but he 
a certain ^ength of his own, and he was, as the old onlooker' 
called it, a stayer. Onc^ over Ijis fitst rK;rvousne§s,‘%e 
big'Ausfi'aliarf settled •uownMnto a calm that would 
have di&rmeS any one not so kccn-sigli,ted as Hie two 
Yeolahds^ fie did not promenade|his hoix^or his o\Jta- 
sional woes for the benefit of tpgiS^alf public, nor did he 
bore the Monks’ Yeoland hois^ld by over frequent 
visits. Therd was % simple dignity alvuf his Khole at^- 
tude which pleased Lord \jcol^d, a^ ^d tlie line 
he took toward^ tht county. 

In spite of hi^ great si^e^ 1 W1.1J, tiiiLi iiiAi 

winter he followed the hounds wgularly. Then, for he 
was generous, he subscribed largely to the church building 
fund, and did,fin a frank^ though unobtrusive wa/, a 
great deal of good to the ixxn* in his ifeighlxmrhmKl. 

“ A very nice felloV, Cuniyiigham, isn’t ^he ? ” Lord 
Yeoland once rehiarkcd to the Rector, and that good man 
was all enthusiasm. 

Cazalet, on the other Jiand, ,flid not take to the new 
comer, and it gave liis employer much ;mld jilcasurc to 
confide in the old steward yis hopes t^ Paim might one 
day become Mi!. Burke. *, 

” IndeedjMy Idtd. H’m! ” Laz^et, who had less hair 
and more wrinkles than of ol(|, but vhom Pam had found 
otherwise dehghtfuily unchanged rubbed his hand ^croid 
back of his head, a trick he had in moraepts of slight 
embarrassiftent. , 

“ Yes.^ I am iioi a uiaicuma&ci, as you know, but— 
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well, Cazalet, you are old iriend, and I am sure youT 
intesest in Pamela is almost as great;as my own. You 
discovered lier, you know! ” i; * 

. “ Yes, my l«r&. I am— h’m'—very fond of Miss 
Pamela.” » 

“ But I understand from your manner max you ao nor 
approve o^^ this Mr. Burke as g \x)ssible husband for hd' ? 
Mind 5jpu, it is all, of course, nleitly conjecture on my part.” 

“ It 46.,not for''me to j^pprove or to disapprove, your 
Iwdshij^- 'but—A you ask me. J. don’t "mind sa5dng that 
I do think your kand-daughter mjght look higgler.” 
>-iord Yeoland nodded, siidtienly thoughtful. “ No doubt; 
ao doubt. When all is said and done, we of coju^ know 
aothing of the man, extapjjdia* he seems a good sort of 
[ellow, and is generous with "his ^ney.’’ ' 

“ Shfe is so vnlike most young ladies,” went pp the 
steward hesitatingly; she seems to me to'be. so much 
more original-minded, i I. don’t think money could make 
her happy.” 

(“Neithei; do I,* t^zalet, neither do 1. But—well, I 
confess it has loOJcid to me a good way out of what after 
all is bound tOibe mere or. less of a diffi\;ulty. What if she 
should fall in love with sortie one who.-couldn't marry 
her ? I mean, because of his rank ? ” 

“ I know. But she certainly doesn’t care a pin for this 
Mr. Burke, your lordship.” , 

“ Right again.- And she is ‘ ower young to marry ’ 
as yet.” ^ 

"The steward rose. “ I have prorpjsed 'to be at Orchard 
F^T at noon, my lord,* h'm / F should like to ask, if I 
may, whether P—, Miss Pamela has ever mentioned to 
you her views on—on marriage ? ” 

“ On marriageV' No, not cf late. She once told me, 
years ago, poor little tl,ing—” He broke off and was 
silent. ^ 

“If I might make.a suggestion, my lord, it might, I 
tidnlf, be well for you to— h’m I —ascertain her present 
opinion on the subject. I fear, indeed, I am sure that 
you will find it—imchanged.”* , 

Lord Yeoland lapghed. He anticipated a m^jry half- 



^oor with Pam on that great qu^on, and was not in the* 
least disposed to take her views'^riously., ^ 

“No use in talking.pbout it, grandfather,*is there? I 
am, as you say, too yo\^g really to ha' 9 e,any views at all 
on siKh matters.” ^ / * 

i| “ But you happen, at the same time, to h&ve such views, 
^d unl^ I am very n>jjh mistaken, you fupdamentally 
disapprove of marriage astoa institution ? ” * 

i She hesit^ed, restmg Iroth Jiands* lightly on t^e vase 
he was filling ''vith flQwers, and look^g at*h^ar w^h* 
houghtffC’brows aaross the shining oald table. 

“ As an institution ? Thai# /t)unds mher |K)litioal,»«'.qd, 
I shy at politics, G. F., dear.* No,*l don’t mean anything, 
about institutions. My point ptjvic\fr looks towar^J^Tton- 
stit’utions; aiiij^afi yotT insist' on my tellyig you, I don’t 
mind seating that my own consjtitution too»dohcate to 
stan<f suph ^olid diet as matrimoni. It is tp some fxiiJple, 
and I am one of them, as indigestiii'p as told plum pudding.” 

Encouraged by his look of pofi^c interest slic went on 
slowly, but wth a flash of ddight in lip's eyes, “T may ci^en 
say, that to my ignorance, piat^ost hq)y state seems like 
a plum puddiqg. *On the day,wh»q ft is ^served up hot, 
burning merriljt and decktG* with holly, it seems harmless 
enough, and •even to be recommended. But, alas, the 
next day, you yourself will admit that the flarae and the 
heat are gone,-jand only th^j^soggy indigcstibility rcmlins. 
That J[ find rather a knock-down aiguincnt,” she added 
with a brilliant smile* “ don’t you ? ” , 

“Excellent. Mos^ florid and effective, my dpar, but 
—however, as we agreak you arJ rather young yet,'^ we 
will wait for a few years* before/your ojiinion is considered 
final. Also,” he added shiv, “ untd tly right man happens 
to be waiting for your answer to liis—lA’^ • 

“ ‘ Will yc< won’t you, will^yoi/, won’t you, will you 
join the dailce ? * ” she quoted.' “ ^cry well, let’s wait, by 
all means. Only ^on’t thin^ me such an idiot as 
want Evy, for instance, to enter into those eacred bon^. 

“ Ah t You think Evy adapted to chain? ? ” 

Pam liighed. *‘^Imagine the joy of the chains, qn 
sinking^mfortably for life op her nire smooth wrists! ” 
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Lord Yeoland did not p^ysue the subject any further. . 
Onp morning fin late F^ruary, whil^the ladies of the 
household sat grouped about one|«f tfiose splendid fires 
^hich are the Britmi’s natiual demce against the unkind¬ 
ness of his native climate, Lord tpojand came suddenly 
into the room, propelling his^hair witn a grand indifferend 
to fumitur^Jthat b^poke great ejcfitement. “ Th^ Duchra 
is comjng, ^*am!” he cried,‘waving a scrap of orang, 
^paper tow^ds hbr.*“B]pss her heart, shVs actualb 
coming L”' ^ 

Mrs. Maxse lo^ed up in mild, winder. “T5ear me,’ 
fj.thSr I' You meaTi Cousifr Gliza Wight ? What can be 
bri^ng her down herd'now*? ” , 

‘nbfi joys 6f fiiy (Rosamund • isq’t that 

enough ? ” ^ 

He sftcrfed hknself ski'jfully into the nook by *the fire 
ma(i; for him “by Evelyn, and read the telegram* al^u* 

" ‘ If convenient—He/irletta I—to-day Monday—Eliza 
Wight.’ Really I am cjfhghted.” 

il Eliza \V,ight aj^ars to of an economical turn of 
mind,” observed 'Pfm, do'jig Vsomething very insinuating 
to the fire witfe thb foker., “ I suppo^e she means that 
she will stay until Monday ? ' 

“ Yes. She is rather c1;onomical—an unfoitunate virtue 
in an otherwise charmingly faulty nature. Evy, my dear, 
justi go and tell Mrs. Bean, w’d you ? The blue room for 
Eliza^ I think, ebt Rosamund ? ” 

Evelyn, who was used to .having tV errands fall to her 
share, jose obediently and left the rqpm. She was a tall, 
ratlyr solidly built girl, juit turned eighteen, with a sweet, 
somewhat stupid, face, and beautiful soft hair the colour 
of fresh country butter., 

" Who is •Henrietve. ^ grandfather ? ” Pam^asked, turning 
her back to the fire and ..indulgently scratcuing Caliban’s 
drowsy head. ' 

. “ The Lady Henrietta Shap^din, my dear; her daughter 
my g(?d-daughter, and one of the handsomest women in 
England, which is saying a great deal.” 

< “ Oh, yes; enough for any due, I should sayt'’ 
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>A silence fell on the lifftle gr(; 4 p, as each member of i* 
(?3mfortably pursi^ed his or her own thoughts. 

Rosamund Maxse, ar usual, was thinking df her trouble¬ 
some husband, of whom she had hearu’ nothing for nearly 
a month. He was supposed to be on the Riviera getting 
rid of a cough he had contracted in the iutumn, but she 
#as worHed about him,'and her plain, kindly ^face looked 
worn and anxious. 

Pam was thinking aboiA Bu^ke, whoTiad been iway for 
a month on the Qontinent and in Londoitjl and fVis^ig that' 
he wouia'come back., He had not said a word to her of 
his love, but its presence ler?^an agr^able excitem^.t.tp 
the comfortable dulness of hir lifd, and she had begun to, 
experience ai^ uneasy delight in tormenting him. U wSuld, 
she felt, be vjky good^that drowsy day, tp have some one 
to torment. •• 

And Lord Yeoland, his smooth-'.haven litHe countenance 
full of the pleasant light of plesKent thought, was as silent 
as either of the two women. All^^^rts of vague possibilities 
began to form themselves m his min^ in coohection with 
the Duchess’s visit. Pam ladJong since bocome the very 
centre of his life f with every bou^of thejast months the 
two had growl closer to' iach other. It was a curious 
alliance; thorc were no demonstrations on either side; she 
had not kissed him since the day of her arrival, she had 
never once stnoked his hair as Evelyn sometimes did; 
they disagreed, argued, laughed, at edclj other. But they 
were friends with a friendship which had nothing to do 
with relationship or^duty ; with a friendship which sprang 
straight from the two souls in sekne ways so curiorsly nlike 
though the one was so oid and the other so young. 

And gradually, in Lord Yeoland’s mnd the thought of 
the girl’s future grew to he the pai^sndunt one. He had 
long since de^ed to leave her aecomfortable fortune; now 
he b^an it6 cha!fe at the social lirahations that confronted 
him in his dreamy for her. , But for that little ccremc^ 
which had not taken place between her'mother apd Qtt 
father, she would shortly have been a match for the best 
in the laM. Now,,even with his great influence to back 
her, .sl» would have to put, up witl^ something less than 
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Ae best. Unless—ana old Head reared itself at tjie 

AougJitA-one of .the best mould so love her that he should 
not care abdat that neglected cergmony. He himself, 
surely of the besV^vould not hav( ^hesitated one second, 
and surely there must still "be meiv of the same •metal ? 
He had thought'so long on tt'e subjecf'lhat he had beaime 
confused antj involved, and the kptTvvledge that thd^Ducheas 
of Wigh| w^coming was hke a of light in a black night. 

Ehza,»f she could bb induced tb take an inteiest in Pam, 
Wold leJlJe mo^ convincing sponsor in .*he world for the 
girl. Her Grace, who in spite'of several ancieiii pecca¬ 
dilloes, had somehw manag.od to keep well on the sunny 
*'’*side of Royal favour, had indeed, l>cen one of the very 
hardS^t*on Paulkie, Ind ^i^e he„ knew, had, on meeting 
the blissful sinner in the Vatican Gallery, fiiven her the 
most prdnonnceo. snub possible. 

.“Snd she lejd the faaa to pretend,” her Grate }jaa told 
Lord Yeoland, “ not*to see^me ! ” * 

“ Nonsense. You kn^ as well as I that none of us 
ev^ pretend,!’ ,*, , 

" The rest of y«yi, I adiQit it is the one good quality 
of your race.” , * o* ■ 

" It isn’t a vudue, Eliza ; it's indolence, or indifference. 
Few things seem to us worth while doing at all, and none 
worth pretending! ” 

“ But if something does' pre^-'nt itself to pu in the light 
of worth-whileness,”' retorted the old woman, grimly 
humo'rous, “ nothing on this jide the grave can stop you.” 

She herself not being famed for possessing the most 
traceable of dispositions. Lord Yeoland, sitting now by the 
fire, against which Pam’s regular young profile stood 
out in strong relict, wndered all these things. The great 
lady who might, •X'-.^e chose,^smooth his darling’s path 
to greatness, might, pro jaded the two sc^ng natures 
clashed, block that sanf3 way with the greatest' <^ase. The 
essential thing, therefore, wa^ to avoid ^ clash, and then 
to coa^ into existence a mutual liking that had no particular 
reason for being, and against which so much militated. 

<As he was in his way a wisecold mqp^ he detfided to let 
matters take their course. 

I. 



CHAFER IV 

The Duch|ss of Wight the Lady Itfnrietfe §&anklta 
arrived cit six that'afternoon, and when‘they came down¬ 
stairs found their host, his tf^ghter and Evelyn"sifting 
together wound the freshly sd^)plie9 tea-table. 

Lord Jfeol^d had of'Jen rkifed undcf the conviction 
that he did W'iJiore nis daughtcl' and tis elder grand¬ 
daughter. TTiey bored him so inetpressibfy that lie wijuld 
have taken a wicked satisfaction *tn fhe kifbwledge dhftt 
they found him 'as irksome as lie found them ; but, as a 
matter of faf,t, they both enjo^e cffjjis society, and it being 
their well-meant habit to tel^ him so, ‘he. chafta helplessly. 
So, as he waited for his gt'esb to rejiait the damages of 
their journey, 'tinf^ had draggid, kid' when the Duchess 
came down, hia^joy had an'extra keenness. 

“ Well, Osivald, how are you t It’s gery good of you 
to let us blow in in this casual,way! now db you do, 
Rosamund; all', Evelyn, hdr/, pretty you have grown, my 
dear.’! 

Her Grace, a 1,all old woman'jvith palpably dyed red hair 
and a made-up complexion, sat down by the fire and held 
up to it a remarkably sthall foot \n a red slipper. " <> 

“ Wanner here than id'Derbyshire; we’ve been freezing 
at the Danchester’s this,, past wceb/ 'Cora Danchester 
pretends to thi/ik a decently wqrm/^jfdufe unllealthful, so 
we wore fur/i?^ to dinner. your gout ? ” 

“Infemlil. I'm getting an old” man now,” returned 
Lord Yeoland, handing her the muffins. ^ 

" You are seventy; I am sixty-four. How do you liw 
my ,hair ? ” 

” Pretty red, isfi'A it ? However I like it better thm 
the canWy-cotour it 9^ the l)ut time J saw you.” 
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" 01^ yes, that was riiner oaa. runny oi us all to dy€ 
ouiNhair, isn’t it ? We ^ do, howeve^” 

Evelyn listened,with wonder written all over her face, 
f. fact which neit&r escap^ nor Restrained the Duchess, 
who was going on to describe the wonders wofked by a 
new American dentist in Bi'^anstQn Square, in the artificial 
teeth linee*when the door opened again and hef daughter 
calhe ip. % , 

Lady Henrietta was o^e off those few dazzling blonde 
English BeautieS^ who take tjie,. colour* out of all other 
women, and reduce most people, out first sight, totapturous 
sileftceT. 

',^y dear,” her h('^ exclaimed with the enthusiasm so 
charming in a mhn 0 /his aga, “ Y(>u are lovelier thmi ever! ” 
“ I am ver 5 fc glad bou t^ink CO'/lii- Oswald,” she 
rel^irne'd, ‘greeKng Mrs> sMaxse and Evelyn; “ you are 
eerfeinly a g'sod jqdge!'’ ‘ t 

She sat down and di^nk her tea with slightly bored 
composure^ while her ilotner gave vent to a little burst 
oi woe onJ;he trials of beivg the parent hen of such a 
brilliant duckling. - a- l 
“Heaven kjiows 1‘ne’uer was vain,*-was I, Oswald?” 
her Grace said plaintively, and I wculd never have 
dreamed of dyeing my hair or doing messy things to my 
plain old face. Only one can’t go about looking an absolute 
fright, can one ? And I, in ijfty natural mouse and yellow 
tint^am, beside that wretch, ugly enough to stop ajnotor- 
car. My only consolation‘is that, when she does fade, 
it’ll all go quickly, for her features ^e hot much, as you 
seecfop yourself! ” t “ 

Evelyn’s horror at this xmmotherly speech was almost 
too much for her grandfather., who, after a few words of 
sympathy," chai%e\ the subject. “ Wl^o else was at 
Danchester?” he asljtedi, 

“ Oh, a lot of borls and some political rnsn. Cora is 
throwing very keen on p>olitks as her precious BiUy grows 
up 1 < Sir John Barry was there, and Lewisham.” 

" Nasty little Jew, Lewisham—Levisohn.” 

‘ “ He will get this Bill through, jus4 *the sanjg; and'then 
there was the new ijian, the ^emb^r for Radbro^e—Peele.” 
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Lord Yeoland straightu^'suddenly. “Thelfellovj 
wko was fined after that speech in the House ? • Was Ijp 
indeed?” ' 

“ He was. Wasn’f he, Henny ? ” 

” Ye^ mamma.” ’^ady Hinrietta down her cup as 
she answered. ” Me is coi^^ng down hire,” her Grace 
Mjent oiv a note of i*ilicious amusement in her voice. 
“ He is here this minuteV far as that is ^cemec^—at 
the Pockington’s. ComA down in the# train witj us. It 
may interest y^ to know,” Ihe addeci, witlj sojne thjp^ 
nearly approaching a wfiik» “ that he is \^ry much Attracted 
by tne.” 

Lady Henrietta rose and going#^oser to tne hre stood 
with hei* back to it, fingering a fi*c jl;^^'cllc(l ch.m she* 
wctre aUd stiiling tianquiHy**'‘^liich ine.an^ Cousin 
Oswald^ that'Jfii'rPeele is a frieiy^f miiif” , • 

” Vou may be congratulated tll^n, my 3ear, for I ^ath er 
that he*is a vtyy clever youn^mani I always read ^is 
speeches.” 

“ Yes, he is clever. But he is not sy veiy v^img; he is 
thirty-five.” 

" When is his. birthda^, dear y »asKe(i ner mother 

,, •• 

sweetly. 

" Decembgf 2 ^, mamma darlinf^” was the tranquil reply, 
and then, quite naturally, the beauty liegged .Evelyn to 
go and have a game of billi jrds with her. A few moments 
later Rosamund, too, left the room# aijd the old friends 
were hlone. ’ ^ * 

“Quaint, isn’i'it?” the DuVhcss began, pfomptly, with 
a sigh of relief. • . 

“ What is quaint ? ” . ^ 

“ You know. I wasn’t baiting her f^ nothing, was I ? ” 

“ You mean that Pcele ^d she*—, 

“ I mean nothing whatever ah^jjt I^eele. I don’t pretend 
to unders^md the workings of mis ^ind, but I know my 
Henny 1 She is in love with the man, Oswald.” 

Lord Yeoland rubbed his elfm. “ Dear lye, is she iijdeed^ 
He’s not a person she could px)ssibly marry, is he ? ” 

“ Tlherefi only ope obstacle so far as I can see—he m^ 
not ask her.” 



“ Goop heavens! Eliztf." 

' "Sxactly. He’s no more in love wi^h her than he is 
with me. On the other hand, she ..would be very useful 
tp him.” -1 t. 

” But who is he ? I know,Ipf course^, that he is ^brilliant 
speaker, and th4t they say hd s to have an Under-Secretary¬ 
ship, but-r«-” c ' .- 0 

‘“Oh,* he’s not such a worm So dally, as you imagine, my 
rdear friend! As' to tha^, he^ goes everywhere. Cora 
Danchi^^.ei^ was h’ pleased as pur\ch to uave him, and he 
is going on to Levallion! ” * r ' ‘ 

" 1 The old man'^ozed reflectively into the fire. 
“ Aijd she likes him.’‘s" '■ o 

" MacK; jn love wita kiei, Osi?ald ! Between^you and 
me, she has been for 'ever a year.' Sfif, jy^t him on the 
Ui^freville's yacht. however, appears to have seized 
the "idea of die possittlity of marrying her O’^ly quite 
lately. Queer, isn’t it, Hie whole tldng } ” 

" I shaJl he interestecjrm'-seeing the man. Where is he 
stepping, did you. s4y ?” e . 

As he spoke a ■wrvant«bro ght in a note. “ For Mrs. 
Maxse, my lord, fron’Wanby Hall.” ’ , 

“ Oh, Oswald, read it I It's to ask lea.ve to bring him 
to-night,” cried the Duchess. " I saw Sir Henry at the 
station, afad he said he was dining here.” 

“ Take it to Mrs. Maxse, lames. She is^in the drawing¬ 
room- I believe. ’ Poor Rosamund wjU be in despair,” he 
added, as the footman left the room ; “she bustled about 
this morning to get a couple of men for you and Henrietta, 
and* this chap upsets the ' able again! However, one of the 
girls can come down.” 

“ One of the girls ? ”. 

" Yes. Paulhfe’Ktaughter iis living with me now.” 

The duchess’s face has’ened. “ I didn’Vknow -she had 
a daughter.” ■ ' o 

V “ Yes, you did; I wrote you all about it years ago.” • 

“ Ch, did you ? Well, I had forgotten.” 

“ Don’t be nasty to her, Eliza.” 

' “ Of course I shan’t be nasty to he’’,'but I gfeatly doubt 
the wisdom of having her he^.” - • 
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Lord Yeoland sighed. " My diar girl, is wisdo^*to btf 
expected from mey And when I tell you •that I love Aer ? 
That she is the one thing on earth that amusfe me ? ” 

“ I am glad of that. Osw^,” retunHd the old womap 
obstinately, “ but I^cannot f<Kgive Pauline." 

“No one expects th^, bm Pam needs*no for^veness, 
dSes she*? Mind you,” ne.added, " I’m not asking you to 
like her; I may be an oldi^l, but I toow thsit th%t wauld 
be demanding too much \f anj' woman in your position.. 
You two ^dll be tatagouis^c in the verjj^atui^i oVthing*: 
I only W^t you not tc^be snifty with her.” 

“ Snifty I A chanmng woftf! ” “ 

“ Well^high-nosed, if you pfefer Wj 
Her pracg, burst out "•Very, iwellT I’U 

promise to do whicft is mucl^ as an^ woman 

can ^uswer for ! ’’ 

When«h^ was alone. Lord YeolaJ^d ^nnei to himseltr* 

“ Rather cunflingly managed^^he said aloud. 

If the Dijchess should tak# a piking to Pj^ it would 
not only be the chMd’s sociit salvatioA, .but cs particulvl) 
bitter pill to Fred Yeolani’s l»rrid •UtUe •wife. “ Good 
old Eliza," th^old man added with anothqr grin. 



.CHAPTER V 

A‘few yin’iites l^er^ Pam came bursting into Ijer grand¬ 
father’s room wet and muddy, but glcwihg with exatement. 

"Grandfather, is 't, true*? Is Peek really dining 
‘here H’ ^ ' 

" YeSfmy dear'. Is toe*'/«:ws to5 much lor^you 
" Jamps J’eeki Oh.vG. E, if I caaiLwe him,I shall 
simjily die 1 

“^Ift; old m^ laughecf. “ Allow me then to sive your 
life by suggesting that yQl^come down afteV dinner!" 

“ After dinner I I wafit-^’’ , 

k)rd Yeolknd jo6ked up Sharply towards the door. 
“ Who is it ? '■ Who^’is thete pl’ he called; “ do come in 
and stop fiddling with*ttie Knob {’’ ' ‘ 

It was Mrs. Maxse, her face* wearing the'look of one in 
great affliction. “ Oh, father,” she began at once, twisting 
her liands together ncrvoucly, " where am I to get another 
woman ? Sir Henry might «hhve known 'his extra man 
would upset us 1 

The old raiin rubbed hi^’ ear thoughtfully. “ I don’t 
much mind having a man on the otfier side of me,” he 
ansv^red; "it’s a small(rlinner—bnly I won’t have any 
one who is deaf, and I won't havd Cunningham.” 

"Dear papa, yoi) know we,can’t do thatl Oh, it is 
so awkward!” ' I * t 

“Well—oh yes, of i^iITie, as I told Ebza„one of the 
girls can come down! ” • 

I’ll come, grandfather! ”• Pam hfri risen and stood 
looking up with gleaming eyes. " I’m ’seventeen—plenty 
old enough, and you know how I want to see hi^.” , 

‘“ Good! Then, Rosamund,*that’s softled 1 ” 

Mrs. Maxse flushed. " Yoft knojv you said th^t other 
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ae when Evelyn came down t^at you wouldn’t |have 
her of the girls mtil they were older.” ' 

” That was because Evy sat like an iiftagp and bdfed' 
or Garstang to dealh. And then Bentley-Cooke 
IS there,” he added, with ty tribute (^a chuckle to th^ 
emory of one of that livelyijady’s little |tories. , “ Pam 
lU talk, won’t you, PaiH ? ” 

" I do think it ought to Evy,” persisted ^ daughter 
ith gentle obstinacy. 

Pam turned’ h^ eyes vAy monkey-likg and,full oi ine 
isdom ef*the ages^to h?r aunt. “ GrariHfathe/ wlpts nut, 
unt Rosamund 1 * 

” Very well, papa, as long as you*i|fally do want Vr.” 
The ola man nodded., 

"Cut !llong,'my dftjr, and*makf/yoursel{ Icsrdi^ Yes, 
losamtlnd, I do m this particula/^nstancVpr«^er,to have 
'am.*^ Thanks; now I must go{and di^^. Jenkina is 
waiting for me.’i - • 

Pam flew to her room and w^S'Vjon deep in the mysteries 
if choice btftween a pale It^e |rock tlmt had lost 
i little of its freshness but was of Pai^ian Wke, and £ 
vhite silk, new, ^ut obvioAsly made'in the country. 

No one was ever more surprised than site when, just ai 
ihe had wisely decided in favour i)f tlie blue cr<'pe, Evelyr 
;ame in and declared tliat she wished to go to^the dinner 
nstead of her .sousin. , • . 

If the proverbial worm liitl not only,turned, l)ut risen 
on its tail-tij) and proceeded to strike at her with venomous 
fury, Pam could* not have bee* more taken aback. 

“ But you know ^ou hated that one dinner when Aunt 
Rosamund was ill,” snp returtfcd, droi)ping thp’sefesors 
with which she was at work on her blup corsage. 

“ I know I did. But I lijce this (Sne, an5 I’m going down.” 

“ What walPgrandfather say J .' 

This w|i a subterfuge, for Tarl had not the slightest 
intention of giving way. ^ 

But Evelyn stood her ground stolidly. " Grandfather 
won’t care; he only wanted you rather than me *becaus€ 
you wanttd to come.” 

“Wpll? I sfttf^ant tij” 
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you let me c^e i&\ead, he won’t caxe. Pajn* 
y)u don»t mind ? ” • 

PSta clashed scissors mockingly. But I do. Now 
don’t bother me mji child; my great mind is sternly bent 
on how to make a mgh-neckib frock into a low on^ in half 
an hour’^ time.’. | l» 

“ But—lOh, Pam, please let me# You don’t kpow how 
I w^t to etJme. I’ll do anything on earth for you, if you 
will.*^ Il is a vefji serious ^att^ with me, and it is only 
curiosity on^our 4 )art.” • X 
' Pam ^se'suddeAIy and came «clo5e to her, looking in her 
white»underwaist an^hort silk ffetticoat, very childish, 
but at the same time^tiange^ distinct as an individuality. 

“ Beelyn Maxs§,” sl\ said stemmy, “ it’s a man.* 
Evelj^TBliished withVteTdtess emb^assmetit. 

“ Whojs be *- '~ 

“(ph, Pam, ^oV can yfm think such things ?’t 
“ Tfow can you <fotsueh things ? ” , 

“ But I haven’t done o^^ thinS> P^m. Really and truly 
[ haven’t.” . t ^ \ ' 

“‘Then what ha? he' done ? 

Evelyn broke down and’wept on her judge’s still thin 
y'oung shoulder. - “ fias 'doije-nothinghe doesn’t even 
mow. And I do so want.to see him ! ” she^^hbed. 

“ Well, tgll me who it is and I’ll see what I can do,” 
irged Pam with calm confidence^ 

“ It’s Mr. Morerambe.” 


At first Pam could not believe her ears, and then, ‘with 
I sudden laugh that affection for her cousin rendered 
ilent, she patted that weejping maiden-gently on her back 
nd bade Jier wipe her eyes^.« 

‘ Dearly Beloved! ’ So it’s him—he, I mean. And 
0 you adore him ?”, < ^ 

“ I don’t adore him,’ but—I wish you woulcln’t call him 
>early Beloved, Pam.”' i. ‘ 


“ Don’t be crusty; you named him yourself, and you 
n&w he does say it a hundred times ^ every sermon, 
/ell, you may go to dinner, so stop howling; let me look 
t j^our nose.” y. 

Oh, Pam, I may ^ ? An^^you dofl’t mind ? 
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Q JPam gave a grim smil/.* "n/i a bit; far be ^ froqj, 
me to interfere Love’s young dreani. Wbafrare ym 
going to wear ? • 

The grateful Evelyn depar^ to make herself beautiful 
for the delectation of her sc^’s Lord, suid Pam sat down 
and reviewed the Situation.! Of course ^e had^ had no 
possible wdtemative. Evelyn’s claim obliterated her own, 
but at the same time she clid not mean to mi^'^ the^fun. 

A few mmutes later, a'^ter a* talk with'Pilgrim'she left 
her room with a,, smile of >triu»nph, and.went, to see that 
EveiymA»as not raining herself by an-Ill-judged Tsecklace 
or the wrong kind of flowers,« .0 , ' 

The oply thing for which, she'i^jdd particularly cared,^ 
in connection with the dipner, was t]jo opportunity ofeeeing 
James Ptiele.'* ’All.th(\iiutumaancf Wntcr shehalrcad of the 
man and his doings, ind there wa./.^methi^in,hiaspe^hes 
even on d»y political subjects, picturesque eqough to tijuch 
her imagination. ^ 

A picture of him, cut from i^me paper, and showing 
him in the'act of fpeaking.jn public,^thc forefinger of his 
right hand lightly laid on the palm ^of. his I’eft in a ^ay 
evidently characteristic, \/as j)in^ed over her dressing- 
table, and as she sat pondenng, she raiSed her eyes to 
it. j 

“ To think that you should be dining here,” sh^ exclaimed 
aloud, ” and I not see you ! ” ‘ 

The story of his outburst of speecbyin the House, in 
which, in a towering indignation, he had so bluntly anaigned 
a certain great political light ^hat the i)af»nf had been ful 
of the scene and hik purse shoi^tly the lighter by seyera 
thousand pounds—the flpe he j}«(clared'himself glad to pay 
for the pleasure of having spokci^his loipd—this and other 
things about the man camc^back into the young worshipper’a 
mind. .j J, V 

Suddenly she sprang up and rang for Pilgrim, 

“Pilly, take this and cut, a big square out of the top, 
will you ? ” she cried, as the faithful martyr entered, aiid 
throwing the blue corsage at her. “ I’ve got to^ go down 
after dinnar, or I’ll burst, and I wish a low gown.” 

“ But, Miss Palii.'^what wjl ’is lord^p say ? ” 
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•c “ Ohj bother—I mean, qnever mmd that. Get to work, 
therats a‘dear, anfi I’ll go and borrow a tfair of long gloves 
from Evel 3 m.”' ^ , 

The dinner weijt*o£E ratXer better than most small 
dhmers in the country, for mo^t of these necessary wils are 
not leavfcaed bye the presence of a dudhess, a b^uty, and 
a much tiUhed of young politiejafi, and its end was not 
so rapturously welcomed as usuiJ. 

The men had no’socfaer rejoined the longing women (and 
iha women ^ lose for thd m^n, even i^ the men be an 
unserriefi'rank of nopeless bores^ after dinner !) fi’ia.i Lord 
Yeolahd <asked LadysHenrietta to play, and she took her 
place at the piano, \jlhe w&s splendid that night in a 
close-fhtiug, glittering \olack gown, her only jewel a big 
diainond on 'tier right hitif^cl. *And shL< played wonderfully 
well for a‘^(JmiiJ’'’who w^’ not a musician. 

comings through the outer room, paused and swept 
a comprehensive glafice* across the group of presumably 
listening men and women? u 

I^er grandfather stnoS by 'he fire near the Duchess, 
whose rather shabby,velvet gown was ablaze with jewels; 
opposite them the l^qtor spide^ amiably jnto space, while 
the waves of sound passed over his head \vjthout touching 
him. Miss Veronica Marth, who really loved music and 
could not j)4ay a note, listened with grieved surjirise to the 
meaftinglcss gush of uninte'rrupfejd melody.'- 
Pam saw them all.' She also could see the back of Sir 
Henry's head. Coming a step further she stopjied suddenly. 
The man in the corner, standing with folded arms, his head 
sunkiOn his chest, was Janies Peele icshe knew him at once. 
And for several min'ites sTie studied him, the lithe lines of 
his long figure, the, brcadA of shoulder, the slimness of his 
veil-shod feet, the. close dropped? dark head. It was as if 
le had put himself jpa'i tfere, with nothing i^tween him 
ind her, that she might inspect him. * ‘ v 

And then, as the music c^sed, he Ipoked up and she 
aw histfface; the thin, keen face with the deep-set grey 
iyes, the big bony nose and the close-lipped rather large 
nauth. Not a brilliant facerathe^ a thou^tful ohe, 
ibove all a hard one,,in the sense of detamination* • 



** Pam did not know why her brrath caught in her throat?* 
a? she started forward, but it was that unconsciously 'sha 
recognised, in its perfected i^me, the first’will she had 
ever met that was stronger thA her childish one could 
ever bec’ome. , f ^ 

Her welcome by hir apiused grandfather»was wjfhn. and 
when he’introduced her to the Duchess, that't^’eat'iady, 
who was growing sleepy, w:ft glad of somethin;? to sfudjN 
“ So you ^e Lord Yeolr«d’s famous l^am ? " she asked. 


I^me, the 
her om 


bo you are Lord Yeolr«d's famous Lam f " sne asked., 
" Yes, ]^am Patn. Am Tfamous ? ” \ ^ 

“ Vei^. Why rere,you not at dinner ? ” 

" There was no room. Oh,*I wo^d(^ where Evelyn^is ? ” 
The Dwchess laughed. “ Sllc wenf to look at the orchids'! 
—or the^OQU} with the blonde “ar te.” '' 

Pam’s eyes daiL''*'?,' but she a’tr wered-grjTCly, “ T^e 
is no^noon.” / ' t 

Somehow the Duchess felt heftelf full Ui the mdl'. of 
human kindness?, and she saw tH,injustice of blaming Pam 
for that without which she c^ld ^t have been there, with 
her charming dark*eyes fullTO mischk?f„to amuse a sleepy 
old woman. « ** ** ’* * 

“ My dear, whftn you are Hdep’' her (Irace answered, 
touching the ihild’s hand lightly, “ you will know that 
there are cftcumstances on which a full moon always 


famous ? ” 


shines.” , ’ 

And Pam n'Sddcd, qui\?bri,ng with sympathetic under¬ 
standing. 

“They will I think, engaged within ,a week,” con¬ 
tinued the Duchess, “ How old is slic ? ” 

“ Eighteen. FcarfuMy younu don’t you thinjj ? f 
Her Grace laughed. *' Youk^ Hiw old are‘you, may 
I ask ? ” 

“ I meant young to be engaged, 'll am dtriy Seventeen." 
She had,‘?aid nothing worth'^aying, but somehow she 
had won <he ol<3 woman’s liking, as Lord Yeoland saw with 


much satisfaction* • • > 

A few minutes later Sir Henry Pockiil^ton asked her to 
show hinj the orchids and they went into the sweet warmth 
of the gr^at conaeryatory. t On the way they passed close 

tn -X- T - J-- TT . . V 
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their approach lookedVip wAout ceasing to speak. Jt» 
ttuihai^ned tl\^t Pam, whose ears wer| almost oncannily 
sharp where Ae was interested, first mt Peek’s eyes tb 
the sound of his cyiifet voice Mying delroerately, “ Love to 
me can never be more th^n tl at.” • 

Without the plightest change of expression he watched 
the ^t."l’s ^'’ce until she had pia^eti, and her eye% were as 
dogged as*hfs. i 

“ Did [you hearltfim'? " she asked Sir Henry. ‘ 

“ No. \^^.o ? < Peele ? ” ^ 

"Yesl^ • 

“What did he sajr?’’ 

< “ He was making loyt rather loud, that’s all,’’, returned 
tlve git^'^rj^. • *' 



CHAPTER n 

It was rarious tkat &e h^t feme Pai^^saw^e^e it wii' 
in a p^iuon in whic^i not one woman fn ,a raili^n ever 
sees a man—that of asking aiWther^v^an to many him. 

Two of three days after th^ dinner the young girl cam® 
home tlyougf^flic dusl^, watchiig tW gloriey)f JP re^ 
beautiful late wifltsJfspsct.* Tlih sky,^^s|re cast ajfct 
glan(^ at it on the outskirts of tlie parjjffefhre'plui^ing 
into th^oSscurity of an evergreeRj)^tati(Jn, on hw |va^ 
to the house, wks a blaze of goli^nd purple clouds, and on 
coming agaijj into the open a^he |pproached the monastery 
ruins it occurred to her tlftt from top ^f the tgwer 
she would have avery good view oCthe^eatem sky before 
going into tha hfuse. j • »# * , 

Tur nin g to tlie right SK Entered the Refectory and ran 
quickly up fte old stairs, whoseinequalities she knew now 
by heart, the place being a grea^ favourite of h^, and came 
out on to the ^atform. A cutting had been made through 
the trees to the west of the house, ^or •the sake o^a wild 
bit of upland ^ew, and the opening, framed in by bare 
beeches and scant-ieaved oaks, was a splendour of light 
streaked with bright cwlour. i i * • 

" Like those little Tilhiers tolthe lift of the door in the 
National Gallery,” the girl murAured to herself, climbing 
to the parapej by the help of of^f^g^she had once 
brought n^ot the purpose, anw sifting down. 

She hdd been there only a few minutes when she heard 
voices to her left, down below, and, turning, saw L^y 
Henrietta wrapped in glossy dark furs, Entering tile Refec¬ 
tory with a man whom she at once knew, in spite of the 
disguising propejtiis of aiFoagfa greatcoat and a bowler, 
to be IJeale. * 
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«• Th^ beautiful woman WrieS her mufi to her cheek a$ 
jp §om€ confusion, and for a moment they were silei 
Then the maawent on in a cjiriously low, measured voice. 

“ So you see, L^y Henrietta, my kmbition is practical 
boundless.” j 

‘‘Isei^. An(J—I believe in you, Mj.'P eek.” 

P^}, -^Kljose early indifierei^ce* to the heinojisness * 
listening fo ^cnversations noti intended for her ears h£ 
given way unde^ instruction to the usual tonvention 
••dislike of sq doirg, drew bacl/cautiousjy with the intei 
flon of, :fescendmg^from her precarious j^rch, but the ligl 
bloclr'otjwood, wet vsth recei;t rain, "slipped from under ht 
jSearching foot, and bTOiiced out of reach. So, as^she coul 
not gtl down without a considerable jump, and bein 
aVaid of rfeHng it with ;;&np boots cn the \\^t stbnes, sh 
sarotill.k - ■ " 

Tne two pe.ople below* had strolled across tho greit hal 
■"Shd stood under tha big oak. Peek, who was facing thi 
unseen spectator, took mf ks hat and looked round witl 
a slight frown on hi^ white bf\'w. 

“"I am glad that you d^ believe in me; I wonder how 
far that belief WiiU go.” 

His delicate lace, wfth fhe.g^-eat strength that was sc 
unlike the animal and viuil strength of Burke’s, interested 
Pam keenl^i. The power of restraint that was in it she 
saw^ and appreciated, ana as che watched, suddenly the 
idea came to her^that that famous burst of anger in the 
House* had not taken him, as every one had supposed, 
by storm. “"He let himself go,” she said-to herself, with 
a thfill^at feeling herself clever enough to guess such a 
secret. “ He did it on pAroose.”, 

Lady Henrietta was '■Joking away, and Pam had not 
heard her reply +p his question, ,'jut he was speaking again. 

“ May I puint to a tpt ” he asked quietiyy.his deep-set 
eyes fixed on his companion’s face. 

“ Yes.” 

■Something in the breathlessness of her answer made the 
listener’s heart give a greajUfcrob,'A it had long ago in the 
presence of Charnley Burke's j^ion for her mother. 

Quite forgetful of the expo^’ire of herhiosition and tliat 
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%he had no right to hear, j^am ifcmed over listening with? 
^ her ears. ) * 

“ Henrietta, wiJlwcju marr}\me ? ” 

She did not answer at on*e,,and went on rapidly 
but not* hurriedly. “ Of course, Ynany people would think 
me very audacious you, but I am an auda^us man, 
and I wjmt you. You kvow every'thing thepi^ tr-^now 
about me—that my father was merely <f fxwr,country 
gentleman,‘whereas yours,was<he Duk6 of Wight; that 
I am poor myseli, wKweas’yoi} arc rich.* Will you marg^i’ 
mer* ^ 

Pam had listened to all tins with no conscious qualms 
at all, b’jt when Lady Henrietta Raised her proud head* 
from he^mulLand looked up at^hirri without a,\\6ol'd, the 
young girl sTiddenlyrjhut hei'cyei so fi^jhl tjtrit they In^, 
and puffed the tijis of her dogskin fingers ^:iio herVars/ 

She hjid Ino right to see ;uid hear’ that. » • \ * 

“ That’s like* mother and f;);tlieV,’^ she thought, in an 
agony of syppathy. “ She Kally docs ! ” 

After a moment, that seiWd nn.eternityj she opened 
her eyes, and wlien she could stc,„^cld Pcele raising his 
head from his,^a^cec’s. ha^l k^s>^‘c?her, but she looked, 
Pam thought, iis,ihough yt’had Ixicn in heaven. 

Peel’s suliSequcnt remarks wt/e uninteresting, and Pam 
began to cast about in her mind as to how* she should 
manage to get-'^iway, provided Lady Henrietta contirtued 
to st^nd there with her hand’on his firm'indefinitely^ 

It was, however, tlie fiaucre herself w|^o solved the 
question. ^ 

“ Let me go on ahivid, jilcasi',” she said rather tsemu* 
lously. “Mamma will*teasc ift\—corhe in alxiut half an ‘ 
hour.” , \ . 

“Very wel^ Good-by<) until\he\i.’*-^4^* kissed her 
gently, am^he went out. ^ \ • ^ 

Pam, viaiting*for him to take himself off likewise forgot 
that, there now bqing nothing to keep his eyes busy below, 
they might turn towar^ her, but so it'happneA Auer 
standing perfectly stilrar a fH »yunntes, a slight frown on 
his immobile face, Ijg suddenly looked up. 

“ Hellq ! ” ' 
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“ H«l|p! ” answered the girl faintlj 
* “*What are yoa doing here ? ” 

“ Sitting down. ^ JDid yo/ think J^as flying ? " she 
Ifiughed as she anewered.f * v 

"I saw you the othei(eveSiing at I^rd Yeolaifd’s,” he 
wenlon'eitiJl frc^wning. ^ 

" You cttdeu I am Pam Yeoland—Pamela.” 

‘ttAnd ho\4 Ibay, may I ask, have you been perched up 
there?” ' ' ' , 


“ About Hhlf aii^hour.” ' ' 

Hiaptfc?»«i deepened, which somehow had the Effect of 


putting her at her eas«L ‘' 

‘ "I c^’t help it, I can^ t get down. Perhaps you*, wouldn’t 
i^ind helping me'.'* ” she v.;ent on. 

\Not at^a!’, can'I get up ? ' 

‘‘^he stairs axe there,to your left.” 

A few secorids latef he stood beside her. " liow> did you 
get up ? ” ' 

" By the block over thi^e; ’hen I tried to get down, when 


you came, it squee,ztd from under my foot, and—and there 
I was ! ” n . 


i see. , „, - ^ 

He looked sternly at,her, ai d she could see the firm 
lines about his mouth and eyes, and distinguish more 
clearly thin ever the strength of his mouth and chin. 
Evidently he regarded her ac'a naughty*’child who had 
been taves-dropplng. , 

And indeed, in her red cap, she looked like a 
child. '' ^ 

" Whtn we came.” he went on at length in a cold voice 
“ why didn’t you t^l tc^ iis ? ” 

“ I had nothing tp s^/ to you.” 

" Has no “.fcAt' ever eaqght you that—’,' and then he 
remembered that, however childish she inigWt look, she 
had certainly had on a low gown the otner evening, and 
therefore must have some oiaims to being treated as a 
grown ^lerson. 

Pam looked at him. " I did shut my_ eyes when—when 
y6u kissed her,” she said slowly, " r.ud I stuffed up my 
ears, too.” 
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IS The frown that seemed ti» do 'liuty as a signal of both 
embarrassment aAd thoughtfulness, as ^11 as*for itbe 
emotions frowns‘ferdinardy^bespeal^ darkened again. 
“ How old are you\ he asked.. \ 

“ I’m’seventeen.” 1 

" WeU, I’ll help ytu down now, Miss Ye^land."^ » 

■He put the block under, her feet, and ste^icM it while 
she descended. Then he said, taking off III!' hat, “ Good 
afternoon.”'' ' 

“ You’ve no ripht to bo —io disgusthig ige 1 Yop- 
might ha'Je known spme one would near ymu 3»And I 
didn’t want to ! I was here ^t, tgo.” . 

” That is true. You might'have warned me.” 

Oh, jjes, sneezed, I sapfwse! ^ I tell pu I t^eiTto get 
down. AncTanyhow^it didn’t seeih to jjj.'itte'^ ’ she added 
relaps^g into sudden thoughtfulness. ^ , 

” Didn’t Seem to matter ? Wha\ do you mean? ” . , 

“ I mean—yos’ll glare at me if^ tell*you.” 

“ No, I won’t. Go on.” ^ 

“ Well, it all seemed pretty matter cf fact aj first.” , 
Peele gave a short laugh, the fix§Jbshh had ever heard 

from him. , - 7 ' k ' ' ' 

” Matter of fael! You^tm toAiave had a wide expe¬ 
rience in such matters.” 

His laughter cost him his position, for it put'her at her 
ease, and she v.'&nt on gaily, as to heart, though solemn 
of facp. ” Not very wide, bu\ still a’ little. And ^ must 
say. you are a better hand as a speech or a parliamentary 
row than you are at^a proposal.” 

James Peele was usi^d to a good deal of dcteroncc, 
and this remark from a slip d.V a g|rl who hdd every 
reason to be thoroughly ashamedVf herself, surprised him 

intensely. ' 1 \ 

“ What d<>you know about spwm’.S and patifamentary 
rows ?" h»^ retoited, looking at her with a new interest 
in his cold eyes. 5 •. 

“I read them all to ray G. F.—my grandfather, you 
know. And that’s why I came down the other night, 
because I did so want^ to see vou.” ’ 

“ I am §attere^’ 



, " Yeu needn't be; iLmast curious as a magpie. Well? 
^ I wa^saying, jve loved your speeches It?’ 

“And you ^didn’t care iof:—my dea^'child you had no 
business to be th^^ at aU, but some f;ay you may see for 
yourself that a man is always at a great disadvantage on 
these oc^pions.J’ After a pause he added, with a half-smile, 

“ it li, luUjjy that Lady Henrietta is not so hard tpiplease^as 

yovi.” ,, 

Pam-tore off heV right gl^ve and held out hefhand. 

“ It is nice of-you not to gi/e me a yngging," she cried 
und I am sorry, thougl^ I really fouldn't 
help ltd’ ' , • 

He took her hand and lacked seriously at l^er as she 
^kef, right.' ’^at were you going to say ? ’’ 
For she had-ij^egun to speak and thenrolapsed'inth silence. 
Nothing.''^* 

“ You were.”' 

Well, I’ve changed ipy mine. 

“ Come, tell me, there s a nice child. It was about me, 

I know.” 

I won’t tell '^o^}; please don’t bother.” 

“ You won’t ? I am as ot tinate as you! You mean 
that you won’t tell 1* ’ 

“ Yes.” 

" Tell ne. I really wish to know,” he urged with 
anftused curiosity. But she shook her head. 

“ I^m not goLig lO tellnow, at least; some day I 

A ■ 

“ Very weD. Only, we’ll probably neVer meet again, in 
whvwh vCase——” 

Pam put on her gloy •., " Le<-’s go, it’s late, and,” she 
turned as she started djwn the chilly stairway, " we shall 
surely meet ^'un.' / ^ t 

She war*lAost m<jpl^)rJike at that momeR*, and some¬ 
thing in her voice startled him. - ' 

^ “ I hope so, I am sure, but how do you know ? ” 

** “ Because I know. We shan’t like each other par¬ 
ticularly, for we are both too obstinate, but we shall see 
& good deal of each other. I ^ a boojum, and 1 
know 1 ” 
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• l^eele laughed, and as th^ separated, she going, on to^ 
the house, he tumi% to the left for a turn under the tr^ps^ 
he looked after the>slim |;ttle ^gure, spee<ling through the 
dusk, with anothe\ "laugh c'f amuftmcnt. Then his 
thoughts* returned to'his own aflaVs. * • 

Two da}^ later th^ Duchess^ and her {laughter, wth 
Pe^le in ^leir train, leff Monks’ Yeoland. 



CHAPTER VII 


' Lord YpoL\ND*was not a pioud.manj^ proud men go 
reridiiiiy no stickler for title. He had, Jiowever 
::ertain standards which he had inherited ready-made fron 
lis father, and up to one-of these the Rev^end Ceci 
Morecambe did iiiot con^f, so that when tjjat gentle cleri( 
asked Richfifd l^axse for his daughlef’s halud, a mohtl 
latfcr, ahd 'Uid., wno had just r^ftumed very seedy anc 
.qmt^ penniless from his mysterious travels on the Continent, 
sauntered into his lather^in-law’s sanctum for advice, th( 
old man’s language wal, M^xse afterwards told his wife, 
anything bht academic. 

“I’ve Dothipg,ag£i5§Jnthe parson, you see,’’ the hght= 
he^ed father went^pn to histjveeping daughter, “ but we 
are all in the hands of he Lc:q so to sav, and his lordship 
does not appreciate youi suitor.” 

Poor Rasamund wept at her father, Evelyn stopped 
eating in public, and even Papt tried to influence her friend 
and ancestor in vain. 

“ No,” shouted the old man, tormented out of his* usua 
good humour, " I won’t have it, and thac is enough said 
I si^psse I need not give my reasons to you, Pamela ? ” 

" Oh,' if you’re going ^o call, me Pamela I However, 
before I am thrown dojvnstairs, let me ask whether it has 
occurred to-^ that if (and b. doesn’t) Mr. Maxse doesn’l 
object to"TBOIorec§mbe).you have no right tc ? ” 

It was thoroughly characteristic of thu relations of the 
^0 speakers that as the one finished her question the 
other suddenly burst into a delighted laugh. “ You little 
wretch 1 How dare you ? I have no right to object tc 
. that pink-haired curate as an additi^ to my household r 
Be off, or l.'wiU 'kick yoV downstai's!”’ Aucf Pam 
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rtished away to tey the desjJhndent Evy that she^had at^ 
l^t broken the bafck of her ^randfather’s^evil tem^. • • 

" I made him lau^.^anc^ th^ is a lot g^edshe asserted 
with a confidence no means sharAi by her tearful 
cousin. * j i * 

" He’ll never conseut^ever m mis world/’ ^ » 

^ Rubbish! Besides, what if he doesn’t ? "^U’w not 
Ms daughter. I’d go out s<!me fine momiag a!#d b(^quiatly 
married and then come in and fell hfm. It would'be fun ^ 
to watch his face,i’ she*add?d rtflectiveM » , 

“ That's* all very wgll, Pam, but yoif ddl^’* vhat 
it is to have grown up undci*4ns tyumb.'^And he always 
frightenechme out of my wits.*’ « 

“ Rot. Pjm’s vivid little f.'tfc glowtd witb^ftariou/ 
couragf ana romanef. J' Eitlter you io\j,e CecjiTjnough not 
to migd a little raging on grand^ither’s^parf, dr grimd- 
father’s scored you so that you arc a/nAd to iovf.” 
Evelyn wept. • ^ 

After a nyment her cousij? ol->servcd with some scorn, 

“ Well, you’ll have»to do one thifg Of the oljier ; if ^ou 
are going to obey G. F. for heaw^n’spialJc Wqjy your nose 
and obey himtcl^erfully. ^And if y^*rej[{oing to marry 
Cecil Morecanjb'^marryv Mm. ^ the mc.antime I’m 
going for a \falk, and if tnerc an; any messages you’d like 
me to give him. I’ll go over to thq rectory and lo«k him up.” 

" Oh, Pam ! ’* Evelyn and wijwd her eyes. If 

you aren’t afraid, and reaUy don’t rftind-” « 

“ I’m not, and I don’t mind; only hurry, for it’s going 
to pour. , 

“ Then—tell him that I am dreadfully unhappy)* and 
have cried my eyes out.^’ •* 

"Indeed, I won’t tell him anything«o idiotic. Don’t 
you want to sgp him ? ” • » 

" See hiii^? How could I ? ”• , 

“By looking‘at him,” answered Pam impatiently. 

" Oh, if it was mf, I’d shofv you! You have no mye 
pluck than a white mouse ; I’m ashamed'of you! * 

It was a curious scene; the big strongly built Evelyn 
reduced b^ her inhefent weakness of will to a soft mausof. 
Wue seijw, huddl'/3 in g chair; oppo^te het, small; «4ight, 
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a ghifd •still in many ways, Pam, with <ie lust of battle m 
Iter dark eyes, conscious stiffingth maturing her little faee. 

“ You can’t keep the man bmgii)^ on, you know; it 
•would be loathsome of^you; you’vt! either got to accept 
him and face grandfathe: t )r else hav« the courage to turn 
tail ani flee ^^ith Cecil!) or tell'fiim definitely that he 
isn’t woi'ch. ihe row, and let^ him go away somewhere. 
D&idg; and I’ll Veil him what he is to prepare for.” 

But Evelyn, ^Jiable to majce, up her mind, took refuge 
hej; damp .hardkerchief, and Fam 'rushedi downstairs 
in a ra^# oV impatipnce. ^ 

An hour later sheTushecf into the rectory and asked 
i^for Mr Cunningjiam. 

“ Mr^l Cunningham is ifbt a); ’ome, n^jss,” {iie. jiaLd told her. 

” /f’w /. Is .'/Ifv.Morecambe in = 

Mary beliqyed that ''.e was; would Miss Yeolai:d step 
into “the drawing-rcom. 

Pam stepped in, and'^o pass the time walked up and 
down from-window to.'vincT'w, her hands clasped l^hind 
her as was'Tier babil still. 

MorecaniLe'“ca’mj5' i^ Pinker and yellower than ever, it 
struck the self appofiit^d dnjbi ssador. , ’ 

“ I have a lot of thingto teh'.you,” she began abruptly, 
“ and as Mrs. Cunningham might interrupt, suppose we 
take a w^.” , y. 

The Reverend Cecih who wds very young and so much hke 
Evelyn in character as well as in colouring, that a wiser 
woman than" Pam would have hesitated before helping 
him towards the winning of the object of his afiections, 
obediently fetched his very correcTc clerical head-covering, 
and the two went forth into the windy, cloudy afternoon. 

Pam told her s'to.-y b.-iefly, jvithout glossing or blaming 
the condvi2ij**ff^ any one (joncemed in it. ^ 

“So you see,” shd*finished, “you’ll have to persuade her 
to marry you, or else you’ll Ijave to clear out.” '' 

" “ I don’t see .how / can persuade her,” was the rather 
forlorn answer, as if he were the last person on earth who 
n(ught reasonably be supposed to have any in^uence over 
Evelyn. “ If Lord Yeoland refuses fiis ^nsent.” 

“ She isn’t mv crandfather'c rhtl*’ io ^ 
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•“No. but-V . , 

Pam stood still,- holding hw: face towajd the wind aa 
in need of refresHment.. ' . • 

“ Very well, I sh^ tell her, then, m^t you give her op 
and bo^ sweetly to my grandkther, who really hasn’t the 
slightest right to ditt^i^e to citncr of you.” • 

•Poor Morecambe frowned with distress/ “Ojilp, Pam 
not that. I’ll never give her up, but—y” • - , 

“ But you won’t fight for her.» Oh,*/, —this is twfiu! ” 
The last phrase shg added Hiwler her breath* ‘ ‘ ] t’s like tryinj^ 
to build i fortre^ oiU of balls of dou{fli,”*sht! jftiicVa few 
minutes later, “ and fra going to ^tpp tr^ffg. Good-bye.” 

Even the curate objected t« Iwing calltd a ball of doughy 
and intimated,AS nuiclu • f 

* 5 i^m laughed. /^Well, I k'g your pardon,<only it does 
sickeij me to sec you‘both so iiebless;' flf ifwAs me, I’d 
make gjanflfather give way, or I’cr run a^fa>*with yqu.*' 

“ You forget* my cloth.” ^ ' f ' 

“ No, I d^n’t, not a bit. Lo^c is a funny thing,” she 
burst out suddenly, with a e'hildAhru;is that brought back 
to the rather humiliated youngs maii tiyj realisation cfl his 
seven or eight yv''‘i*‘S of seniority. 

” Why ? ” ||)e i^ked, w'diei sh^^tly su|)^rior smile. 

” Bccause*it is so absdlutely ilnre.xsonalile.” 

This was less childlike, but lie answered promptly, 
‘‘My dear chilfl, pardon *017 suggesting that you as* yet 
canqot possibly know anything aboOt it.” , 

She turned, her lijis steady, but something in her eyes 
that made him'uneasy. ‘‘ Possibly not; and yet—I have 
lived with it, have seen it every day of my life (except,when 
I’m here), and—” she Jjroke.tff, for she could not well* 
tell this proper youth about Chamlej' and his love 

for her mother and for h<rself. ,* , 

It was ftiaracteristic of her #hat Ihe considered 

poor Radfy’s passion for an instant. She herself was 
not yet ripe, slje knew, «but she resented any one s 
suggesting that she did not know piucb more about ftve 
than most of the people who considered themselves to have 
felt it. Maxse’s eyeless attitude of good-natured toler¬ 
ance ^pWj^uxls hi'- wife; heApiteous subjection to him, and 
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Ihe n^oasly irritable juxtaposition of opinions existing^ 
oetjveeff the Rector and Mrs^jCurminghain, had not shaken 
l?er feeling thf.t the love of her father and mother was the 
only real love she^i&ew. > 

c Morecambe was embarrpsed by her allusion, and after a 
contused and lengthy mess tig*', the con^nent parts of which 
were, as*'‘Pam L’^mediately poii\te(f out, quite irreconcili- 
able with ^aQu' other, he escaped, and she went on alone. 

“^The^ will dawdle and,) hedge until all the' beauty (if 
^there is any) is gone out of it^ and, then grandfather will 
‘give wf’y, aii^ they«will marry and just jog dong. Ugh ! ” 

DisapjjpinteC a^d cast down, she returned home. It had 
begun to rain, and the wind blew cheerlessly. Suddenly 
rhe thcught of her father and mother. 

They ’wenp^in Rome. -They were fosd of her, ^e knew, 
but she rJs® Icniiw ihat she was iff'no way necessary to 
them, and she realised ihat they were probably enfoying 
their idle teie-i-tMe e.dstence as much as i^ she had never 
been bom. She was nof at all bitter in her appreciation 
of this fact ;• long ago she had outgrown her childish idea 
of being missed ty her mother, and it seemed to her, if 
not quite naiural, •^fti’ eihinent’y fair that she should be 
unnecessary to her pare,jts. i 

Each human life, she rboughl-, had a right to perfect 
independencje of feeling. Parents necessarily provided for 
the f material welfare of their children, a,.d as naturally 
loved them. But as the child was an individual, entitled 
to its own life, so was the pa It seemed to her, and 
she had reflected much on the ^object, that dhe most impor¬ 
tant thing in the world is the love of ‘the one man for the 
one woman, and that notJjing, pot even the httle lives 
resulting from that love, should be allowed to interfere. 
It is the woman’s right, .'^le to\d herself, to love the one 
man best; ::*id some daydhe child’s turn Will «ome if she 
finds her one man. ' j ‘; 

Evelyn’s limp refusal to st£\nd up for her man, and the 
man’s diplomatic hedging had irritated Pam to an unusual 
degree, so that she was wound up, so to say, to the expo¬ 
sition in her own person, of the great truth that liberty 
is the highest good in the world. 
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» * • 

On going in, she fouirti two,letters for herself, lying on the* 
haU tatlof * • * ' • ' i 

Pulling off her wef glove^ she sat doyfi on the table 
and opened the first. It was,froni*tbc SAichess. , 

“^y 1 !e Chil*,— I find that* f shall have^t^ go over to 
IreiShd for Chnstihas, to look after jumk Jiiresenu business 
and t'S |ee«my daughter, Lady M<ifria O’Reiyy, who ismot 
well, n will J)e rather dull, but /hen, life at iftorjks' 
Yeoland is no gayer, and if you 'frill go with me I shall be 
glad and gl^teful.^ Henrietta iS4»to,5tay at‘Danchester; 
she has, frankly, no great liking for jrefend, but theif she 
has no sense of humour, and youBaVc, ao rttunk you may, 
on the whole,* rj/ther enjdyit.* T^lr^oui* grandfather, to 
whom I am«ifso ^ting,Ahat I^t^ll take good care of you, 
and meet me in town on the tenth. ^ 

" Affecflonately yours, * 

• " Eliza WiqnT." 

Pam’s legs Stopped swinging as she reld. She liked 
the Duchess and sh8 would go. , „ 

Then she opened th? pther jitter. This was written on^ 
cheap glossy paper in a neat careful ^hand, and began: 

“ My dear Miss Yeoland.”, ^ , 

She did tot Unow the writing «id the stampeas English. 
As she r^, the girl’s face flushed 5nd then paled. The 
letter was not lone, and she,read it through twice. Then, 
as she was about to jump down from /he tables a dbor 
opened, and Lord Yeoland appeared in bis self-propelling 
wheel-chair, his legicovered with a rug. . 

"Well, Pam,” he called!cheerily, iot be had just had 

A • A A 
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an intemew with Evelyn, 'VCvhat are you doing perchei 
on the table liken monkey of a bough ? ” 

“ I have be&n reatog my tetters, grandfather.” 

"Ah 1 So you»‘know. I am sorry, my dear, I hoped 
to have the pleasure of tellidig you. Well, isn’t it deKghtful ? 
Sir'John O’Reilly has orte bf the b^ft houses in Ireland— 
it will l?e the matting of you. I knew Eliza would like you,” 
he,added afftctiimately. " ^ 

, “ It is very kind of the Duchess,” returned Pam absently; 

, “ she is a dear.” •' • ’ ' ^ 

“ tWiaf are Yotf’hesitating about ? fJothes ? •That is 
already ^ttled. V,iV‘our.punt T.bll take you to town to-morrow 
'and get you a siitable outfit. Let me see—this is the 
third ? ’-’'i- *■ " 

“ The fo'K.-lh. Grandfathc'r, read thik pleas^.”^ 

He had wheeled lilS ''hair close to the table, so without 
getting down' from her'seat she handed him*heji second 
letter. " * .,v 

“ Who’s it from ? Dear me, why—what the devil has 
she to say to you ? ’1 ^ 

“ Read it thro^gh;(’:’ -y> 

“ I can’t read it,'fry deaf; I(,haven’t my .-glasses.” 
Handing it bick to hiS!" he hstened with'-an amused frown 
as she read the letter aloKd ; « 

t 

My dear Miss YEOLA’ND,:-^Alone and sick unto death, 
there as no one to Whom I can address myself but, you. 
I have no relations, and my faithful servant is dead. 
You know, I make sure, tlmt your father has a living 
wife/'foi I have heard that neither of them try to conceal 
it. I am that wife. I am Susan Kennedy, that your 
father married twenty-four years ago last August, in St. 
John’s Church in Basingbqook, Wilts. 

“I am'-not asking you'for-money, for"! have plenty 
of that, but I am old and sad and paralysed jn my left 
side, and I want some one to talk to, and I am not ashamed 
to own" it, some one to tell me about George. His real 
baptized name is George, as I daresay you know. Will 
you come and see me ? I know th^t your grandfattier 
has aiiopted you, but you will ^et no hurt by comjingj to me, 
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%'r I have alwayt been quitt and a lady, and the’Rect*' 
calls on me regi^arly. I * ^ * * 

“ Surely it will qot Jhurt you, v^Ijose very existence 
wrongs,me, to comevuid tell mt the things I want to know.” 

Then followed a cA‘»ful direction how to find thi refiiote 
^lage hi Derbyshire, even the hours ^f thi necessary 
trains being given, and ^he writer wai Pidn’s sincerely, 
Susan Kennedy. , ^ * * , 

Lord ■Roland V^us^d a moment lK?fQr^ hsr^poke, on ths 
cessation of Pafln’s s'oicc. Then he ,sni;l, “it "is very 
pathetic, my dear." 

“ Yes,*grandfather.” ^ / / 

. “ I w*s^\vj{ys extremely sor^y for flie good'lady,” he 
wRvt/in, with a hUl e smile. Slio w.'s v<^ry f^Kdly treated, 
and isr no fault of her own. It foojfsh of her to \yrite 
to you,l)ut the [xior tiling knew nojx^ter. ‘You had liejtcr ^ 
wntc her a kintl letter, my de.ufiiid you might send her— 
h’m ! —som 4 (*fniit and books froi^ town." ^ 

Pam had got defivn from the table' and folded her letter. 
Then she picked uji her gloveSk-r.ci'‘-o»«xI- p”"mg the wet 
leather into 'shaiie. When the cld''mjin finished, she 
looked up. » 

“ I am going, grandlathcr." ' 

“ Going ? V^herc ? ’’ he asked bewildered.'^ 

“ To—to—Torpington.** \ 

“•Torpington ? ” 

“ To see—nyy father’s wife.” * 

If it had Ixicn Rosamund or h^velyn who spoke 


Yeoland would have ittered a short oath. ■' 

But it was Pam, so lib onl_v*f(x)kec> at her in silence, and 
then said quietly, “ No, you arc not going, Pam.” 

“Yes. ,Yoi» see, I musll” ^ 

“ You are going to Ireland wUh tlx Duchess.” 

she 


with tlx Duchess.’ 

“ No. • 1 shaTl wTite to the Duchess that I cannot; 
will understand.”* * j 

Lord Yeoland drew a deep breath. " I think that you 
wjll not deliberatelv disolxiy me, and I forbid you to^ go 
to—to s^ that weman.” . 

Sheiijeaned over laid ner hand ^n his shoulder. 
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« " Grandfather,” she said ^wly, " pipase don’t forbick 

n^p/’ * r P 

He knev wl2at she- meant, 6ut cpuld ndt admit it. 

" I do forbid it.’c'■ ’ ' 

• ‘‘ Then I must disobey yi.u.” . * 

“‘Then—you must lea-^e !ny hoase.” 

Her fyes fiUeH with tears. " OK, how could you I»” 
He^ pair was so I’incere that his old heart contracted. 

^ “ Listen, my dear. ' I am-very fond of you, as youJmow, 
^or I would not, fc/the sake of xny o-.vn dignity, argue with 
a child* lilfc *yoll. However, here are mv reasons for for¬ 
bidding jw to'^oBm this l^'iid, though foolish instinct. 
<■¥00 are old enou^'^^o knovt that your motherin going 
M witlf^your father, covimitted ax. act bound to have far- 
reaching co^^3equences.” • , 

“ ‘ The'*siils o^- thS’ iV+hers ’—and mothers—partichlarly 
the'hit)thers,”«he'returned soberly. ‘ ; 

* Yes. She has made b'^rself an outlaw for life. Beside 
that, which does not trouble her apparently,-her outlawry 
rests on you' as well ” 

“'On mej'” - 

“ Yes. To'a cerl'diij extent. You are not. in the world's 
powerful eyes, 6n the same "iound basisqthat Evelyn is, 
for example.” 

“ I know ; because I am illegitimate.” Her white young 
fac^, grave with her great decision, did nt/l change as she 
spoke, c “ I, know; pobr Pilly minds, but I don’t.” 

“ As yet you have not come in contact with the world. 
No\y,that you are growing up it troubles me. I wish you 
to bo-* happy; I wish your brain to'’ become what it is 
’'capable di, I wish, and I Lave tri3d, to exempt you from 
the almost inevitable consequences of your mother’s act.” 

“ Dear grandfather, I ve^ happy.” 

“ The Dachess, because swe is^of higher rank, aud because 
she is a woman, is much more powerful 'ihan T, and her 
taking you up can mean—anything for you. Her letter 
to*’me about you-has made me happier than I have been 
for years. And if you refuse to go with her to Ireland, if 
you let slip this chance, you will have ost—more* than ybu 
can yet realise, for she not- come forward agaip.” . 
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• f’am was silent,«her handJ^hrust into the pocketa»of hei 
jacket. 1 • , * •, 

“ Pam, write a kind l^er to that .ppor wdma^, and t^ 
her that you cannot *go no hen; the Dttchess would never 
speak td you again n you did, lind she would be right; if 
is not fitting that you should (trde into contact wi^-J—’ 
fThe wl cut him «nort peremptorily.! “I jin\ sorry, 
grandfathaf, but I must gcf. And that isAui fub-^1 m^n, 
you are mistaken about it being fittihg. • Sh^ is aH right; 
I am th^—the cjpeer*petsftn socially. I myan, she mayj 
be not a lady, b^'t s^c is 'proper, and*fatlTer*aAd 'jnother 
and I are the improper onopi” " 

He turned his chair with Uh iinpaj«!iU movement. “ 1* 
have condescended to Explain to you rny rciisoix;'for the 
cmtynana f have^iven you. You know tb.; results of 

disobeying that command.” . . 

” Yes| fhe returned, her voice as harchas Ins, I knoW. 



CHAPTER IX 


'Dick Maxse, lovfnging downstairs with his hands in his 
'pockets, looking for something to do,'met Pam 

on her w^y to l^r room after leaving-her graniather. 
y “ Hello, AmelilJ-v^^eife are fou off to ? ” he cried, seizing 
Ut the ch^ce of teasiff'g^her by way of amusement. 

“ Whbfe, is Aunt Roodmund ? ” she asked, unheeding 
the nickrame she detested, and which seldom fai^eu To 
rouse her to the angerTje delighted in. 

'/ I’fti sure I haven’t the remotest idea, my Jear! I 
never do know, as yotf^tnay have observed. Anything 
wrong ?” > ’ 

Pf'ra dishked b‘m, but she recognised in him a certain 
neglected 'Clfel'n^ whiCli made her unconsciously wish 
she did- not dishke-Ilim. “ Tf I could g^fat your mind 
without the medium of your owr self,” snc'had once told 
hhh,'“ it wtnffdn’t be bad tlm; ” and now, suddenly sitting 
dovfmpb the atafrs, she jerked off her cap ?nd said quietly, 
” I’fli leaving to-morrow; that’s all.” 

“HeUo! A row with my respected beau-fafa ?' Do 
tell me all about it, there’s a good girl.” 

" Well—he'wants me to go to Irelafld with the Duchess, 

.' and I—haye other plans. I am, as*you know, very fond of 
my granifather, but^he is frightfully—A’w /-pig-headed.” 

" That he is! ' And you being very firm, you have 
clashed! ” ’ - 1 > , 

In the dim hght which cam'e in through the-old stained 
glass window on the landing, his weak, good-natured face 
lost mai^ of the ugly marks his way of living had stamped 
on it, and the young girl felt a thrill of pity for him. " Look 
here, Mr. Maxse, ’’she said suddenlyi ” you loqk awfully 
bad. You’ll be ill if you don’k^take care.” 
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• V Ill! I’m nearjy'dead already, my dear. My liver is 
hopeless, you know, and adk to ston^l Haid’luck,’ 
istftit?” • ’ 

“It’s your own fault.i I sav, UncletQick, if ^ou like, 
and I never called ^ou that IJjfore, why don’t you stopi 
drinking ? ’’ • ^ , 

Max^ jvaved his n^ow white hands dramaticaily. 

" Sto^dpnking! My dear Pam, howMo^ou know I 
do drink—except milk ? ” , • \ ’ 

“ What rot! I’m hot .blind—or deaf -either, and they ’ 
very nearl^i dropped you ddvm the second the other ’ 
morning. I heard tfem and^x^epi^ o^tr'alt wasn’t nice, 

I tell you, and you looked exactly like a red-faced pig—. 
^ idiotic and blurred.”. ^ ^ ’ 

'11 say’! 'You h ave a nasty little tongue of , your own. 
Bettei learn to hofd it, my dcar.”^^.* 4 e r>»se, flunhed, and 
sulky.' •• " . . 

“ I kifow; T, oughtn’t to hay^ s.'^d it, but—weft ypu 
know I don’t Jike you, and yet I cah’t help Ixiing sorry.” 

Any othe? womi^n, he reflected, would ha.'c expressed 
pity for his wife; it was wily of her. to aiake'no reference 
to that profoundly uninteresting'suffei,.' 

"I wonder v;hy you ne'nr’liked"me>,l’ he exclaimed 
suddenly, siting ’ down ^ain ind turning tb her. " 1 
always liked you.” * * ’ 

“ No you didift. Not really'; and I d^n*t see hop^^ou 
could, either,” she w'cnt on with an outburst of 
laugliter. "I mauled you nretty badly on one'or two 
occasions, didii’t I? But <t was because’you tried to 
kiss me.” ■* ' „ 

“ I wonder,” he remarked with a grin, ** whet^r you’d 
maul me if I tried to kiss you now ? f ’ * 

" You wouldn’t dare to oow ;.M’m grown-up.” 

“ Growif-up-hess isn’t us^ally>a bar to a young female’s 
being kissed.” 

“ Grown-up-ness with my grandfather to back it is, 
though,” she retuihed, adding with sudden gravi'\y, " Oh, 
dear, I forgot, I am going away! ” 

•“ Nonsense. Go^d teU him you’re sorry; you don’t 
want to go away, you knowl you don’t.” 
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, “ Of course I don’t, but—jsfcrhat can’t, be cured must* he 
^oyed'l" c f- ^ 

She rofe aid hell] out her hand. “Tam going, you sefe, 
and in case I dqu’t see you'again alone, Dick, good-bye, 
and do think of your hver. ’ * 

Fropi " Mr. Maxse ” t*) " Uncle Dick " had been a great 
stride, anji now.on hearing her call aim “ Dick ’’jiq.a t»ne 
of^peif^t equality, he felt that hfe was cruel in laking her 
away ‘at such a point. Xircumstances chaining him to 
Monks’ Yeo]and- for a couple of raonl^hs, nothing would 
have ^)leif5!ed him^^ better than a njild flirtation with this 
curiousl)' attra%vi>'ittle flf^dgling, and now, just as she 
had begun to endurg him (Maxse put it in ttr"? way, for 
he was; aot fatuous) aij^j to take in him that semi-matem^ 
interest that has more than once ii. this world prea/ed 
a steppiftg- 5 tonei.to'rt*.''\;e amusing thin^, she was oh ! He 
sigheej. B * j 

rU try, Pam. My i)pite of a hver wffn’t stand much 
more, anyhow, and I’m getting old.” 

” Rubbish ! You’.re Cvily fifty; thatjs young nowadays.” 

“-Evelyn thinkl.it’fr sq^tmd-childhood.” 

“ Evelyn'S'a geJae, and ^ides, you’re her father. Well, 
I’m going—for-a time, anyhow. If grfv#,dfather gets too 
bored, he’ll know where to find m^. Poor ol(i G. F.” 

“ Oh, yesv do come back ; I’m sure you and I should be 
go< 5 d friends now.” 

She,laughed and went slowly upstairs. “I’m npt so 
sure of that! However, good-luck to you.” 

She went to her room, informed the stricken Pilgrim 
thatith# great Progress was to b^gin a new chapter the 
next day, and then,i(pokingtUp he' aunt, gave her Ae same 
information in a fgwVords. 

Evelyn, who was weeping in +he dark sch<X)l-room, roused 
suddenly at her cousin’s afino Jicement, and blew her nose 
with more vigour than her forlorn aspect would have led 
one to gjve her credit for possessing. "^Goingaway! Ob, 
Pam, wnere ? ” - 

“ To a j^ace called Torpington, in Derbyshire.” 
Torpington ? I never heap! of ib” 

“ Do, you dever did,” mimicked Pam, waking (^ban. 
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wjjoi was asleep in ^)asket near the dying fire, and sitting 
down on the mg. " Are you going to Uul) all the Vest at^ 
your days, Evy ?" • f • 

“ Yes, I am; I meamnoil’m mt I Ohf^am, do tell me 
what you fire going to 4o there ? "f 
" I’m going to visit a lady wl^ogs ill, and who is^on- 
nected my family, y , • 

“ But does grandpapa object ? Wh^ won’t ,^e l^t 
you come back ? ” • • • 

Pam hesitated. She Vad«never spoken ta Evelyn of her 
mother and^ather, Jind did ndt care to dotso. ^ v/ a 
" Grandfather wants* me tij, go ^a,<Htet[j;»nd w^h the 
Duchess,” began slowly. • 

“ Oh ! But how jwrfect that wouj^ l>ei Did shy want 
you‘Jo ? ” • a <•» . 

“ Of tourse she dfd. Did you W^ifk T^ndfdtlrcr pro¬ 
posed her taking me ? Don’t l>e a silly ! ”* » , • 

There \^s a short silence, durn^wlHeh Evelyn felt tho 
end of her fier^nosc with a gingerly linger. 

“You’re going to Jiave a horridathiug there If you cry 
any more. I’ve got some Vinoliayo^ eji/y put o^” ediii- 
mented Pam absently; “ and l<wk here,'<*iv>';' I've had a 
long talk with *C^^ly Belov-a-I meaiTVitb G;cil More- 
cambe. He sa^ he’ll norcr giy6 you up. I'm to tell 
you that. Also, only he didn’t say I was to tell^you this— 
he is scared [lea-gi^en by grandfamcr, and doesn’t dare say 
so much as ‘ boo ’ to him.” 

" It" wouldn’t do much good Jiis saying ' Boo ’ to grand¬ 
papa, would it, Yam ? I understand Cecil, and I know 
what he means. ' HI also serves who only stands >and 
waits! ’ ” . 

Pam stared at her cousin, who uttMcd i^e.words with much 
woe-begone dignity, and thcivburst into a jical .of laughter, 
“ Oh, Caliy, m^ cherished c^lmpimion, isn’t she splendid ? 
Go on, Evy,'do some more, I’m sure you think that is in 
the Bible, don’t you ? ” >j , 

JBut Evelyn left the room in search cf soliturai Mcl 
incidentally of VinoliSj^^and after a few mim^es reflection 
Pam tucked Cally un/er her^pm and set off to make one 
■ or twp farewell visits. 
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To .Cazalet, whom she found nursings a bad cold over^ 
she* told^thft wjiole story, adding when she had finished 
it, “ Of course you«ee that I could do nothing else.” 

The old stew£«d hesitaled. V It* is kind and good of 
you to wish to go, my dear, but, aftdr all, you owe a great 
de&l 0^consideration to Jiii^ lordship.”'" 

" I know I dp, but I am ine,^ anr) I have a r^M to live 
my lif^in n»y own way.” - , 

“ You are only severieen, Pam. Your fife doesn’t 
properly begm liitil you are really grown. As vet you are 
a chiy, a>j.d pu ought to allow your gr|pdfathCT to decide 
things ft.1 yoiA^'x .. ^ 

She shook her head gently. “ But I can’.f do that, 
Cazzy.^ I always-hav^^y own way; I always have. And 
as to being ‘ grown,’ I fear I’ll nevoi be ai?y%iggei;,' *I 
haven’t grcSwn a biHfix over a year.” ' 

'* I^ didn’t mean that! Well,” the old man broke off with 
aiisigh, “ you know Wh?J; J mean, and them’s no fise in my 
arguing with you.” 

“Not a^^bit, dearest-and best of Cazzies.^ I do want 
sortie te?j_^may J'-^n aed ^ke Mrs. Hamp ? ” 

A few minutes' later, gs she devoured^ large slices of 
bread and jam* with hearty pleasure, returned to the 
subject of her departure',, “ We go to-mdriow morning; 
lx)or old Piily is busy packing now.” 

Cazalet had an idea. “ L^k here, uiy dear, will you 
promise me one thing ? ” 

“ Dozens, if you like.” . 

“ Well, praise me that wherever you go, you’ll always 
take>'Jane Pilgrim with you.” 

Pam looked up from her occupation of giving bits of 
sugar to the monk^'’. % Of course I shall. I always do, 
you know.. Imagine m'e without Piily! Couldn’t pack 
a trunk to save my,life. "Th^’s an easy promfee! ” 
Solenmly she gave him her hand on ik \ 

. “ And to please your grandfather, who is so very fond 
of you,^ give in “this once. Let me go and look up youi 
Mrs. Kennedy. I’ll explain it all tp.her.” 

" “ You couldn’t take care lof her;i though, could 3/00 i 
And grandfather might objeot to your staying |iway inde 
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fijitely, even il yqp'could. No, no Cauy, please don’t 
tother any moie. I’m going, and thue’i an end to it. 
I ^\mte to you and mind you write tolne, afld td me aj 

my ItSra.^'^ 

" You’re going to Vri^e to him h" • 

She ^uehed, as she ^ pd Buttoned her jacket. * " Of 
coui^; liiyi be bored to d«th without me, aiJd heil read 
niy letters, though he won't ajiswir thAn.” • 

Well, he ought at Ikst*t« understand that it is a kind 
and womaffly instjct that urges you't(f dis<ic« hi«; a 
woman is never more a woman ^han w^c;. f&fling ttt sick ” 
Pam tuivd quickly to him.. “Oh, pIcIBrdon’t think 
Us that. Irnean.onlythat! I’m a Wt womar.ljr, and 

the Thingumbob 

of Thit^has. I do* pity the [xxir '►»fnans’and Wbsidcs,’’ 
she hesitateck a faint flush coming to hcP small face. " Tt 
to ifle that#hc has a sort of ^t lb mc-but honestly 
I think its mo^p a sort of curiosity and—and—interest in 
the queer situation tjjat makes meago.’:, * 

Curiosity! C^zy (rownccW^i^iptljfyjngly. * 

" Yes. Not ajtogether, you kjow~if.«ira jumble of 
motives, of coursiyq,s usual, Inft f do hk? cilangc, and the 
more one sec-sidt The world the yfore one knows. It is a 
queer jKisition for me, to be staying with my fa^lior’s wife. 
And it seems full 91 jxissibililiys o*f interest.” • 

I wsh you didn’t look at il in that way, my dean It 
seems to me that your only axcusc for dclil^rately dis¬ 
obeying your graflidfather —y 
But she interruptc(l*him by a stormy embrace in .which 
he was afterwards not q’ute suu-that he had not*kissed, 
the monkey, and a second later the hfuscldc^r had slammed." 
and she was gone^ 



PART. 1\ 

:hapxerj 

Pam letu.ed in her comer ai?d Iwked at Pilgrim’s 
sour visage *.*iJi an amused smUe. The winflows were 
dirty ,wd streabd ^igth rain; ehe could see nothing of 
the flying landscape, and though peivectly satisfied 
the step she had talj?n, she was as yet too much agitated 

tp r^d. '• 

I The evening befac hjd been very quipt, and she had 
spoken to no one beside Evelyn who had gone to bed with 
a headache, exceptdo Eurke who, he^ng of her projected 
departure from jtjs ljouse,keeper, who was a sister of Mrs. 
Hamp, had eoa«.-to see h^r after dinner. 

As sometimvS Happens e/en to tho^ women who have 
great power over men, Burke htd turned tnp, tables on her 
completely, the last two or three months. Pam had thought, 
kiiowing that he loved her ^d was, £b she naively put it 
to her grandfather, only waiting for her to grow older, 
that the matter stood, in all simplicity, waiting for a touch 
from her hand to set it going. 

The big man’s self-control was an open book to her 
shrewd eyes; she^saw him statt at her approach, change 
colour at her tquq'i. J.t had interested her, and when the 
Duchess, the Lady Heiirieto, and Peele had appeared, to 
turn the current of her thdaghts from him, she had been 
on the point of* embarkihg on the alluiing water ol 
experiment with him. 

The engagement of Lady Henriet'ta and Peele had sc 
interested her, however, that Burke was for the time 
forgotten, and when, in lack of o'Ler amusement, site had 
turned again to him, she feund, to her rather indignani 
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Jbrprise, a blank ^fell, so to speak, presented to attack* 
Burke, as a matter of fact, himself aw^ of the strength§f 
his own passions, and^astonished by the hold*thakhe foond 
she had, over him, had decided to kee^ himself in hand 
until the time shoura come when he should dare risking 
a declaration in formi* | • 0 

tle>M not a partreulatly clever man, nor was 1^ mind 
a well-trahied one, but he liad leame^ a certaSn aitouni of 
rough wisdom in his^ot unevfntful lif^ and one* of his 
precepts, Jbacked ^by a Jairly strong vf^ll,^was to steer 
clear of danger urftil h* stood a fair chan*cuoj ov«tcoiting it, 
So rather to Pam’s chagrin^er tftitati^M^ahV^fld graces 
had little*or no effect on hun, and she expcnenced the* 
^umiliatian, of filling herself sud*;nl^ relegatea* to the 
p^iti^n of little girl, and sligh*tly patr 9 nise^ by hgr father’s 
friend.^ ^ 

Burked strong vitality had alway^ attrahed her, and 
as is often the^ase with small, dcficaiely built women, his 
very bulk vwoS hardly less pleasing to her th^n his great 
physical force. * * ^ • 

She was too natural and tCKfstrShglfjmJmedwifti the 
Yeoland characteristic of ct^Uhlness,-^ her grandfather 
put it, to eveabteftme that rarivcrcature, a great coquette 
\une grande coquette, meaning a dirt possessing the greatnesr 
of her faults), liut she w^ full of curiositifS, and very 
naturally was not indisposed.to plaji with and experiment 
witlr the big Australian’s feelings. * 

So when she^ound herself ^^uietly baulked»she had after 
one or two attempts to break down what she pe^ectly 
understood to be a deliberate barricade, given it*u]^, and* 
turned her attention to lometHme else. Riding dicing the 
thing on her list that seemed/lexi b;3t, to emotional 
exploring, and her grandfat.Vr haying given Iftr a horse for * 
Christmas, 3 urke and his smtiments eoon went compara¬ 
tively ouf of h^r mind, ancLhe, unable to stand country 
life in England for»more than a lew weeks at a rime, had 
again taken himself to town, where Dick *Maxse had heard 
of him as ^oing man;^leas^t and amusing things. 

Pam laughed to herself asihe recalled his face the evening 
befoUB^ben she had ^litefy inquiry after the health of 
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Totty Parnes and Audrey Lawrence,' two aspirants'fo^ 
ifamatic fame Wh^m she had heard Maxse* mention to fier 
grandfatjier !n connection with Burke. It had been great 
fun; decidedly, pfaying fir* was a^pastime worth cnJtivating, 
and she decided to do more of it. *, 

Fof^ Burke, upset by* tjfie newst' nf her leaving Monks’ 
Yeolaqd’and possibly influenced by seeing her aJoKtTin'the 
dimly kghtid drawiijg-room, had greatly to her satisfaction 
lost his head utterly, and Itammered-out a few words whose 
tone rather tjjan wl\ose meaning had m,rde her tjhiver with 
that »mo^L ei|ch4iting sensation io elery woman ever 
n'eated however^nost If theJ/i may protest, of having power. 

He l^d caught her hand, “too, a^d covered it 'Jvith kisses, 
ivhich -was less a^ee^le, but also thrijjing. » . •»- 

“ You kijow what I mean, Pam,” he added, wipjng'his 
brow wilh his ii^dfeichief; “ you’ve known foi^ months, 
y^ou little deinon.” i 

'■ " I suppose I do.' am I a little defnon ? ” 

“ Ah, ba^ ! Well—will you marry me 1 ’>’ 

TJat queer vibfalfon ui his deep voice rang in her ears yet 
as tte i»»in ^o>r.x;d up »t*a jaded-looking little station. 

She had forgoTtgr exactly how she had refused him, but 
she remembered that he had not been‘at cast down as he 
' might have been, a fact-which^ she rightly‘explained to 
herself as intlicating that ho meant to try, again some day. 

^ It’s funny, Pilgrim,” sh". exclaimed abruptly, as the 
train Itarted again, ” that as soon as one gets a thing one 
doesn’t want it.” * , 

" It’s the way of the world, Misc Pam, and a nasty 
, troulSeiome way, too.” . 

“ Oh, for heaven’s sake, Pilly, dbn’t gloom. It isn’t nasty 
at all. It’s a very cleveA,arrangement for keeping up one’s 
' interest in IKe.” / t 

Pilgrim did not answer? Tlfat excellent wom^ was busy 
trying to decide whether she^was glad or 'sorry lb be again 
setting (Jut on the waters of adventure.- The quiet harbour 
had been very pleasant and no one could tell what kind of 
an anchorage they should find in '^^rbyshire, 'J)ut at .the 
same time Monks’ Yeoland ha^ what Pilgrim called, $n petto, • 
a sameness. 
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• X sudden burst b{ laughter from ine young gtri put ai^ 
e^ to these rtflections by at least iflonientarily’settling 
the question strongly in favour of the haven they had left. 

“ I re^y don’t see *ow*you can laugh‘Miss Pam, I must 
say,” exclaimed PiJ^m now fully satisfied that she was 
an injured woman; • think ofeall the beautiful Jthihgs 
wef hait^ft, and youXbeautiful bath-room, and 4?our dear 
granJliitr^r, to say nothiri^ of your aunt ant coi^hin I 
can’t understand ’ow^ou can latogli.’* • 

“ Can’tjiyou indeed; Pfllt ? No, 1 dAesay you can’t. 
That’s because yn n^ver did have Jl\f senSc gi hnjnour I 
Yet it has it’s funny side. Hnre ar(>your^du seP, Scamper¬ 
ing across England with a* jicrson wnd duUSliT event 
u^ist—*; ^ • . . • 

What no you mean—a * person who doesn’t exist ?, 
rhat’a,^ly, Miss ]?am.” • • • 

The g^rl laughed again. » , * 

“ No, it isn’t* it’Sfctrue. I doi’Jttiflst in the eyes of the 
law! And ^^et, here wo are, you and I, rusliing oil to 
smooth the pillow ef—my father^ wi 4 e ! ” ^ 

“ You hadn’t ought to; it *§n»allJIapsy-tu'a«jrlR)mc- 
how. And tes think that we •light .^"^iWng to Ireland 
with a Duchqf ^", * * 

" I know* I am sonf to mjss that,” the girl retumedr- 
with natural youthful regret ipr the joys^iaregone, " but 
you see I had to choose between two things, and of cdtirse 
I chose the one I wanted tne mosl. Which is why I’m 
not crying this moment at hftving left my (Jarling, wrong¬ 
headed old grandfather.” ’ 

” It will be dreadfpl there—in that* place,” crtumec^ 
the unfortunate Pilgrim,*'’ after IVIonks’ Yeoland.” 

“.Don’t let Monks’ Yeoland tiyn youi head, Pilly mine I 
Remembej, it not our natural sphere.” • * 

“ I beg ^our pardon. Mi* PjRh, but it is mine. I was 
bom the* as nftich as any (i his lordship’s own servants.” 

Pam laughed. I beg y^r pardon. Well, wipen w^’ve 
done our duty by poor Mrs. Kennedy we’ll rush off to Rome 
and amu^ ourselvw Just think of the Pincio in the 
ewning, *just beforfe mosi| people know that spring bas 
comej 
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^ Thp train stopped again as she spoke Sid rubbing 'tile 
nioistu^e from .the window with her haaidkerchief, she 
fooked out into the leisurely confusion of another small 
country "fetation., i. " 

“ Oh, bother, here’s some first-class creature—a servant 
in ‘liy^iy- They’ll be sure to po.n him in here! Why, 
Pilly, it’?—” as the door opefied<a^’d a man jupuwd ftito 
the cafiiage( She held out hep hand to him. "mr. Peek ! 
Hnw do you do ? ”’ * > , 

Peek shook hanck with he.' polfely,, but evidently, in 
the djisk pf the wkitiy day, diS not ^^fecognise her. 

Whence hatl s^t dc,wn ic, the place vacated by Pilgrim, 
he katit!&-T,;«:*^d looked sit her. “ You, Miss Yeoland, 
how very curious.” ,, ^ • 

“ Yes, it’s I. But what is a pillar o 1 *the State like yotr 
doing here dn tiiis obscure line ? ” 

- ‘ I’m on my way to the end of the world,” he answered, 
“^’m going home fd.-'Qifistmas.” ^ < 

Pam laughed. “ Do you know, it never occurred to me 
that you hefil a home ? ’^ 

“ ft ? ^JJiavf, l^cvvever, or at least I have a house, 
and I happen*«rT>e fond q/ it though I’ve not been near it 
for years. How is^T-ord Yediand ? ” ^ ^ 

_ ” Very well, thanks.” i 

“ You’re not alone ? ” . 

‘t'Yes, with iny maid.” ‘ 

He leaned back in his seat'and closed his eyes as if ^^ery 
tired. ClearlY, having done -his duty he did not mean to 
talk any longer. Pam, however, was pf another mind. 

“ V*hy aren't you going to Dancjiester for Christmas ? ” 
'she asked perfectly awara- of the impertinence of her 
question. , \ 

“ Because J preferred it go fo Torpingtop,” ^je returned 
coldly. L 

“ Torpington I ” * | * \ 

“ Thaly is the name of the t<^ near \Yhere my house is.” 
* But I am going to Torpington ! ” 

The frank pleasure in her voice rgmed him, jijnd he Mt 
up\ looking at her as the lamp (^i^erheM burst intd mediodre 
radiance. • 
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You going mere f May I ask to whom ?" 
eyes sphrkled. '< To Mrs. Kenhedy." 

tne ^ople who have*tak*n Rosedale ? ’*• ^ 

No She lives.rft No. 4 WeUington Terrace." 

WelDhgton Terrace ? ’But_" 

villa^of LrtT-'^'h, t ® ^“^g^f-mugger little , 

u;niiU ^ ™re J am going. Your expression 

wo^d gratify m).|raidfather; it’s a’^fty he om’t L it! "* 

. You re trying to mystify«the. Coon." *' 
j,.r arms^and dropj^d his'l^SIBrSiding^ 

l^r of thf fct tijge she had seen l*n.* t ® 
"• No, I’m not. .On the Contrary, I am so glad that 
you ar,^oing to be within distance that’l could play on 
cymbals^aiTd ortolans—or wliat are die thiif^s ? ifti Rad 
any. • ^ • #*' , 

" You araiTery kind." 

You don t think so. You fire Still angiy with me. 
Please forgive me, and we’ll IieffT. oter a^n. I wflTread. 
niJly young, but I’m really a n-^her ni(^ 1 ?mon, and I was 
put into this spl|m" world for The relaxation and amusement 
of the heaV^-burdened Hke youV •• 

He s^ed. am not at a11 angry, aa# I am much 
gratified by your kindness ifi being glad to see me. l^ow 
please tell me what Lord Ycoland's graifd-daugtiter is 
going to do in Wellington Tefrace, Torj)ingt<in ? " 

The fun left hei^ face with the dramatic suddenness 
peculiar to her change® of mood. " CorRe and sit 8 y me» 
and I’ll tell you.” • •• . • 

He obeyed, turning his back tcjjfards Pilgrim and looking 
down at ^am^who puzzled him almost as‘much as she* 
hoped she.did. » . 

I am*not ^oing as Lcm Yeoland’s grand-daughter; 

I ^ going as—as ^luy Sachlverel’s daughter,” * , 

Well ? What has your father’s daughter to do with 
*0 ’ "^rpington ? ’’ 

‘ Mrs. miat’s-her-name V Torpington is—my fath^s 
wife." 
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♦ Pede.started. "Good heavens! Mt, my dear chi^d, 
\^at have you to d 5 with her ? ’’ • * 

She sai^ that he was almost embarrassed, and the know¬ 
ledge in some curtflus way confused Her. ^ 

She gave a nervous laugh. “ I afe, going— four Spain 
le boiCfgeois /" *1 c- 

“ But lurely your grandfather—* 
i‘ Graiidfafher, po(jr dear, being the bourgeois^ ” 

" But surely you woulcf not put yourself in such a false 
position out of cliildKh mischief.’’ ' - i 

" N*, of* ccjurs? 1 shouldn’t,” she "answered sharply. 
" And.T^^e mj CTandfathert* I am going because I must.” 

Taki^ filfs' Kennedy’s Appeal from her jfccket, she 
handedi it to himf and while he read ^t, stui^ed his fac»' 
intently. IJe looked worn dnd ill. . , 

At lasf he looked up. “ It is a rather pitif'/k letter. 
You think yiiu coul^f not resist it ? ” * ^ 

«'* I know I coulcf nWti” she returned ’simply. " You 
see it was jny father who hurt her so, or* leather he was 
going to bewny father.” * ‘ 

“ BUip-now^thot I ffccalT it, surely the Duchess told me 
that you were gc 5 n^ to Iretend with her ? ” ♦ 

“ The Duch^ counted h*er chickens be^pre they were 
Miatched.” . " 


“ And Lold^Yeoland—^ 

Grandfather forbade my« coming; we are now no 
longer* on speaking terms.” » 

Peele frovmed. “ You ihean that ypu deliberately 
disobeyed him and ran away ? ” ^ 

« “ >fo,*’^ she returned, her dark eyfs meeting his grey ones 
with a gaze as steady as \heir o^; “ I mean that I am 
my own mistress, •and tlfat I came away.” 

“ I beg yoifr pardon. It seems a pity. Your ^andfather 
is very fond of you.’,’ '* j 

“ Yes, and I of him.” I » « . 

i' You*will hate Torpington.” • 

“ No I shan’t.' I like new places and new people'. Then 
you will admit that the situation has'.^amatic po^ibilities! ” 

*“ Oh, as to that, of course. I/But I quite agree with Lord • 
Yeoland that you do not beldhg— rr” 
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* " In tnat galley; which happens to be the {y)mt! I 
hflong, you see, in no galley—I am a’priTatecr.” *, 

" Poor little privateer," he said half unconscipusly, and 
she wag, silent for a Aoment; she decidM to think about 
his remark later, fcySt meant something. , 

" You see I love dttuige, and^xperience of any kind is 
a todfj when you’re oaly sevemeen! How I wSh I were 
twenty-fi^e 1 ” * ^ , 

" An unnatural wifh. I saf—! he broke olf sud¬ 
denly, an^ sprangkto his fcA. " \Vh|t oH earth is that ?", 
She laughed, ITlaagh delightful]/ Aild^h.* “ IS’s my 
monkey! Poor Cally boy, dW he fit ojj you aboj auash 
you?” • , • t 

» .The monkey cl^pg to her whimp#inf, and she went on 
*T!Ihking little intenjupted, broken, nonsensical, sjjccchcs to 
it, as via»nen do to despairing habit's. 

He sat f^own and watched her for a momlnt. She was 
so young, andfo.f^lish, that sluf rested him, tired as he 
was with ov^’^ork and political worry. ^ 

" Look here, Miss’Yeoland," lic^aid^t Icngti, " if I were 
you I should go back to Monk?•YPolani»-upon word 

I should.’’ • 0* * 

"And if I .ijierr* you—" she Jx:gan, an 8 then breaking 
off short. * ^ 

“ Well, what 4:;. , . , 

" Nothing.” 

"•You evidently delight in mystery ; the fast timfi I had 
a talk with yqp, you began* to say someflkng, and then 
refused to go on.” • ^ 

“ Yes, silence being golden ! Now please don't*tJrmenl» 
me. Some day, if you*are vCfy good—and if I haven’t 
forgotten—I’D tell you what I yp& goirtg to say. It was 
the same Ihingieach time.” * * 

“ Very \yei],” he returned politely, t 1 shall live in that 
hope. THe next station is Terpington.” 

And then, leaning back in his corner he drew his wp 
down over his forehead and did not speaic again until they 
had arnv|A at their dHtin^ion. , 

" Does MTS. Kennedy knew that you are coming ? ” he 
asked^wHhey wertt tlii^h*thc little waiting-rpom. 
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" Yes, I wired her, but I shall take a cab, as she *1 
jiaralysed an^ can’t come to meet me.” 

“ I wil^ take you in my carriage. Come.” 

She foUowed ftfm in silence and m a few minytes thej 
WQfe ploughing through the mud ol the little town, thi 
rain ftialiciously whipping, the wind^'/s of the brougham. 

Whep at length the carriage •stopped, Peele got -oht 
he 4 pe 4 ihe two women. “ Let me take the bag’; I’ve nc 
footman. This seems to^be th| house. Ah, here comes 
some one.” ' k - a 

He'^l^ld'^out his hand and Pam,v taxing it, dimg to it 
with*^ sudden ^lasp. “ I—shanks for bringing us,” she 
' said hpstiiy. She looked rather pitiful, he thought, and 
very young. 

“ I’ll come and look you up soon, if I may ? ” ^ 

“ Oh, yes, please do. It will be such a comforl to have 
you,”* she answered warmly, and then with anotl^ strong 
shake of his hand, follovtefl Pilgrim inip, the little entry. 



CHAJ'T^ II 

The maid who openedthei(Joor fed the'wjjy up me narrow 
stairs witkfits vivii carpet and brighU)rass rods, along the 
corridor to the front of the house, an^’pau^^ b^jorg I door. 

" That’^’er room, miss, aif^ if you'll 40 onjn. 
the other lidy u[)stairs to your room." ^ 

The other ladf is my niaicj, and nkc to go up myself 
before I see your mistress. We have had, a k)i]g journey 
and I sfll 5 u^^i like some hot water, plca,so.'’ ^ ^ 

“ Oh, wery gpod, miss, only sheI was to bring you 
right away in an»sife's been watting very imiiatient." • 
Pam shru^ed her shoulders. “ Very well; gij on ujistairs. 
Pilgrim, I'll come in a few minincs."* Then knocked. 

As the door oixincd, and a 1lf»d?l of ^^'-coloulfiT light 
poured over fier, she rcaliscii^^hat alli ^consciously she 
had made ^uiferself a nicture ()f Mrs. Kennedy and Mrs. 
Kennedy’s room whiclrwas .Timost ludicrously wrong ftr 
every detail. » * V , 

She had pictured the worfian to whom shy stood in such 
curtous relation as asmall, jialc [lersoii with the'beauty 
of patiently borne suffering in her thin fecc; she had 
expected th's womaJi to be in a humble,^rupulous^ clean 
room by a small lire, a<able covered with bottles I^bside hefc 
Instead of which she found Fierjclf accepting a kiss which 
smelt strongly of violet soap, irom a Very fat pink and 
white peAon ih a carefully curled fringe, anB an claboraUf 
pink and* white tea-gown,Hand then* sitting down in the 
pinkest and wnitest roomVhc most virginal {imagination 
could possibly cofleeive. . * 

“ 'Well| my dear, so you have come! " 

*• “ Yes/l have con girl as yet could find but,few 

words. 
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^__ was a pause, and the " invalirf^pointing with tfe* 

white hsftid that in its puffy fatness ridiculously reminded 
Plm of Ratty’s, exclaimed, “ Oh, my dear, you have your 
father’s fdit! ” »e * 

e Pam drew the foot she had put on the fendfer back 
undfer,^er skirts with a coijfused feehj:jj, that it ought not to 
be like h^ father’s; that Isy h^ivin^ such feet she \isas»in 
some curiously injuring her hoctess, until that i^dy went 
on cheerfully, and v^ith a mpid chan^ of subject evidently 
"habitual to her;*“h£ had bea-atifuTfeet. I ki^ew you’d 
Tcome.”^^ . * 

Between the mvoluntnry d^-^e to protest agamst the past 
•iterrx 'oSed regarding her father and a polite wish to respond 
to the C(}£*fidence exf rejsed by Mrs. Kennedy, Para muttered 
something quite incoherent and then aided by'an inspirit 
tion, added Hastily, “ What a delightful ioom this is.’’* 

Oh, you like it! I am glad. When one isiah* invalid, 
one’s surroundings art- 'oi jipiamount importance.’* 

*' Yes, indeed. May I look round aTltue ? 

She rose aiid walked abeut. The roo^n was long and low, 
and af the far end'of it ? CT«at embroidered screen mounted 
in gilded jiancls* concealed the bed and the washstand. 

The walls wer» p'mk and white, the ijiany cushions and 
^e deep soft arm-chairs V/hite a^id pink, the carpet 
a bowery massjjf large substantial roses, on a fawn-coloured 
ground, of the same cheerful <polours. 

“ I never leave ray room ’ any more,” Mrs. Kennedy 
informed her, turning the many valueless rings on her 
hands as she spoke, her fat face broadened by a good- 
natured smile, ” so I made it as tasty'as I could. And it 
ts tasty, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Extremely ; tasty seo.ns to me to be the exact word,” 
.••etumed Pam, gravely. 

As she spoke the maid came in staggenng bnder the 
weight of a great over-loaded H ay. , 

" I thoi'ght I’d just have a substantial tea to-night, my 
deai',” her hostess explained apologetically. “ I suppose 
you always dine late, but when thereij no gentlemen in thg 
house, the ladies usually dwindl/; to supper, you Iwow, and 
Hannah, my cook, makes very nice dMes of an evening.’’ 



175 


P*AM 

,Pam was hungr^^d the queer litue meal was goo<}. , 
While she ate, Mrs. Kennedy babbled placidly orf, telURg 
her indeed little, but tilling her tired ears wkh a buning 
of not unpleasant souqd. ^ • 

She whuld have, ste luiiw, plenty to think about when 
she was allowed to gcl^ bed, buyn the meantime shp ^as 
comfcctable. ' , V 0 

“ You ^em to take ^(ter the Yeolands, my de|r," the 
invalid observed at l(mgth, rousiag hcsyguest from a haJf- 
reverie, “ but you haw Gsojge’s eyes.’/ • 

Pam ha« nevejfceard htfr father ^ed George yid it 
sounded strange to he/ ^ »» . • • • 

“ Have V?" she asked, setting down her cup; " ndW«# 
ever said so before. EA^ry one say^aainc arc lila? Cal— 
my moiskey’s.* • 

“ Well 1 declare 1 You aren’t vain, arc ^oa ? Yes, 
yours are*darker than his, but then—I’ve scan his l^k«- 
k’m! —tragical,^ 00 ! ” ^ 

Pam laug^igc^ *‘^re mine tragical ?" 

“They are. Youf hair is likc^his,,too, bu^ you look 
like your mother all the same.’’* ^ 

“ My mother is very lieautiful jnd verylSloiide,’’ shortly. 
“I don’t look*in ^ic least Ir^ her.” ’’hfic remark had 
jarred on he#, liAchow. . \ 

Mrs. Kennedy laW^Jter large head on onejijiouldcr and 
brought forth a deijT^gh. “d have seen her—your mother," 
she said in a voice ludicrously like a coo. / • 

“ Oh! ” 

" Yes. 1 sec •ihat they have never told you’the tnith.” 

“ They have never’told me anything at all. I’m'ifniid 
my appetite will shock ypu, but.as a matter of fact I am 
ravenous.” •' , 

" I am glad. Yes, my dear, I saw her. When you have 
finished eaflng f will tell you almjt it.” 

Pam’s ajipetitq wilted und(^ this remfirk, as was {lerhaps 
not unnatural, and she suddenly felt an overvVhclming 
desire for solitude. 

“ May am very^ yirc^^, you will not mind if I go to 
be<^ ? It il rather late'.” i * 

" Oh, certainly; you mus^ be tired. I have not tned 
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to thank you for coming ’’—Mrs. Kenne% 'took her hand ari<^ 
looked* op at her—“o it was good of you. Jo-morrow we 
wfll talk.” r 

Then the girl, glad to be released, ran upstairs, and a 
little later lay staring into the darkn^, thinking. ■ 

Aft^r all,'she told her^lf, with y^^ithful severity, Mrs. 
Kennedy .jwas as old and &,'’itary as siae had written ;„tl?at 
she was jjat aad dwelt in a room !ike a big pink bdnbon had 
no' particular bearii^ on ,the serious aspects of the case. 
And Pam herself, ha^ come, if, half out of delight in the 
unusual situation, yef quite half out of^ a feeling that she 
had no altematij/e. 

. had not reasoned the pase out; she felt, brought in 
such shcjply suddgp^epistolary cb>ntact with the woman 
her father had deserted, no equally sadden-indignatiqu. 
against hor-father; she had known e/er since she could 
remember thqj Mrs. Kennedy existed, and the idea contained 
no hofror for her. % „ 

'Her father, when she tliought of him i.i connection with 
her visit to* his wife^app^ed to her inner eye as possibly 
disapproving, but ,quit^^ cqrtainly amused by her act. 

There’was in her case nq^conscious bowing to the dictates 
of Duty—a sopjal* force ti,at she regarded merely as a 
jtiresome bugbear; she h?d resMnded tovAiri, Kennedy’s 
appeal, as she told Christopher Ca.^-'^t, partly out of keen 
interest in the* unusual situation, and' partly because it 
seeme^ to her, in view of her father’s position, that she 
could do nothing else. And now that she had arrived, 
her own disappointment in the general laok of pathos in 
her auyoundings, and the ludicrous character of that 
'‘disappomtment, was by ro means lost on her singularly 
peUucid mind. 

Her last conscious thought as she dropped to sleep in, 
the room whose blueness could be compared only to the 
pinkness of the one-under it, ;vas that she was a silly little 
idiot to l^e depressed by the cheerfulness of the poor woman 
she had come todieer, and that she would feel better in the 
morning. 
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• '» • 

"Oh, yes, Miss Pam,vthe kds i§ verwood,and Maud, as 
you say, ^ms a ^mart yoilng womaifenliugh, but never¬ 
theless, this ’ousel u nn i)laco for us.*^ * ’ 

Pam kicked off her bath skppers fnd ^Ifeld oit on^Jfoot 
lor the st6cking Pilgrip was* preparing to put ^on iC 
"There you are again, Pilly, being-jitbud 1 Wat right 
hdve the lik’^ of us, if you please, to turn up gur nom^c 
noses at ^ comfortable nest like this ? ’’ * 

" I’m surlS I don’t know what a nomadic^ose isj MiU 
Pam, but while»miney never set u(; to \x Grecian, I’m sure 
it’s not ItAnd M to the ’ouse, just wait till you’ve seen 
the drawing-room.’’' 

With this dark hint the good 'woaian withdrew Litb the 
stronghold of v/hat Pam caU(^‘''her monumental silence, 
and the toilet nirncceded leisurely. It w^’a fine day, and 
the air comiilTin” the widc-ojwh window held something 
of spring-like softj;e-'’<>'that reminded Pam tial it was ^e 
last day of March. ■, 

" I say, Pilly,’’ she exclaimed, as fier handhiaid gave a 
last touch to her interwoven'plaits, “spring is coming! 
Aren’t you glad! Viglets, and nice smelly spring mud, and 
new clothes I Hooray 1 ,’’ ' * 

“ New clothes! Yes, Miss Paril.^ou certainly need new 
clothes; your last summer ones will all be too tight, even 
if we had ’em here, which it is we 'aven’t.’’ " 

Pam danced a few steps, snapping Ijer fingers over her 
head. " We'll go<o London sdbne day, and buy muchpurple 
and fine linen and frankincense and tincture of myiTh,j 
rU write to father for money this very raoriiing." 

Wgrim Matched her >»ur^. The good woman bad for 
•years honestly believed herself to be not particularly fond 
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of Pam; her love slie thought wasQdl'given to Pauln^ 
But Palh possessed the great attraction of wajm-heartedness 
She was capable of more affection in a day than her mothei 
had felt in her whole Ufe, barring her Jove ; and really loving 
even while she tormented her ol^ nurse, the girl had, uricon- 
sclb^sly to them both, called forth seething like a passion 
of devotion in that nursl'e grim brMist. i 

“ Nq^, Pftly," she said, stoppmg tier dancing, I’m going 
dbwn'to see Mrs., Kennedy, and afterwards for a walk; 
Caliban must stay'fyith you. Qh—^and before-il go out I 
must write_^few .words to gfandfathej,,poor 'dear; he’ll 
be very lonely put, the writing things in your 
■^fai^erious drawing-room, you ? ” 

An hour later burst into the silent sea of that gor¬ 
geous ‘apartment, an'd falling on the blotting book like a 
hungry dog on a bone, began to write at lightning speed, 
bursting inter soft chuckles as her pen flew over thf paper. 


“ Dear (jRANDFATHEI^ —Don’t dr'd*/ -dead( at my cheek 
in wishing you were here,! For even though' you rage and 
wriggle your eyebrows, li^n the devil, I do wish it! It’s 
all too good to"^ true'J .and it’s horrible having no one 
to enjoy it with me! ’ 

“ ‘ Cousin Susie ’ (tha+’s what I have"' call her, and 
doesn’t it remind you of ‘'this me-’'? father is my father’s 
son! ’) is perfect, and th4 hoi*se quitS die most delicious 
thing,, in the world. But I'must begin at the beginning. 
J ames Peele was in our compartment yesterday, ’ and 
scolded me foundly for coming. It must* be consoling to 
^you to^ have every one take your side ! It appears that 
he has a house near here. He sett on Cally (who is very 
homesick and sends yen many kisses), but otherwise was 
, - very agreeqhle. ' We re*.ched the house at about eight, 
and I was conducted at -'nee to ‘ Cousin S&sie’s'room.’ 


" It is all pink ;• I felt a^ if I had crawled into a big 
raspberfV fondant, and I must look like a fly iil it, I’m so 
ttack. And she is as pink as the rdom, hugely fat, and 
curiously smooth-looking; a lovejy skin goes to waste, 
and round blue eyes, and a s\feetly curled ‘ front.’ I iS?as 
disappointed at fet to find her so chirpy and contented, ‘ 
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fo»i had got all nicely screwed up to tend the si(;k<BQd ‘ 
smooth pillows, as Cazzy says, but since' I’ve seen her tins', 
morning, I am more than consoled. She is so glad to have 
me, and tp hear all aboat Monies’ Yeoland.’lind evelything. 
She hasn’t said mucl^r^ut father yet, but she thinks I'gi 
like him in some waysV I expect^ she’d cry a little Over 
me, Ibrl cajne so near Dejng hers.tyou know, but^sh? hasn’t 
cried a tear. I'think she is (X'rfectlyjiappy ih hcv^ way* 
only lonely, and that she thinks'of faj/er as living’still 
young. Shj^ was quite angrj' with mi lliis morning for 
saying that he's gel^^lg fat. (He is, Ou’kn^psT.) 

“ This room in which I’m writing *thf(’"tlrawrng*ronm; 
all bright gill and red stul^almost like satin. Father 
lived here; she came after her ‘ niisfot uine ’ (that's what 
she calls father’s running off with mother). She’s lived 
all aloni? eyyr since the ' misfortune,’ and tor’years she has 
been perfectly hcl])less—jiaralysis in the lejfe. All'hei'’ 
relatives are dead. I<vVt it funny, tnat* in spiL-of all the, 
sad things t'.,i,u.4ia^e hapjMmed to the jxior thing, one 
doesn’t pity her? 1'tried like m.,d to lx' son;y lor her 
when she showed me her miniatuT’ (she must have licen 
awfully pretty!),and father’s, t^en just after they were 
married, and then I looked back at her hiige'rosy lace and 
couldn’t be soVrym'’ 

“ Isn’t it all toj'?;; «uTvy ? Now I’ll go i^ul and prowl 
about until I find the [Ktst-olfice and send this off to you. 

I do hjope your gout is liettcr. Don’t lie t(X) an^y with me, 
dearest G. F.; I’m not a bit hngry with you, any more, 
and I love you very much. 

' “ Pam” 

♦ 

The young girl addressed her letter and then with a 
final glance ^t th? splendour of the apartment, went again 
to her hostess’ room. 

Mrs. Kena^dy had by this time finished her toilette and 
wore a rose-coloured, tea-gown evidently made in'Paris ^ 
and as evidently made for quite other uses than being 
worn by a niore than middle ^ed paralytic in an English^ 
provincial ttiwn. 

' By ber,^8,sharp contract in.^ier ill-ra^c serge poat and 
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.skirt,and a flat felt nat attached to 'ner head by the ui»lf 
•omia^ means of a nan-ow elastic band that had draw 
\he scanty knot of dun-coloured hair into a Grecian pti 
minenceteminently disadvantageous to her chinl ess profil 
sat another woman whom Mrs. Kei^edy introduded to h( 
guest as her dearest friend, Miss ^ibn. 

Pam-gave her hand tin this Jady, who squeezed tvittiou 
shakipq it,%aying with a great display of teeth like an oli 
fiorse’s, and a curious tienlor in hgr voice, “ I knew yoi 
would come !’'<■> 

“ pid yosi'- indeed,” returned thg g/l, lookilig like ho 
grandfather. ^ * v ,, 

Jfes. NobldSse obligej I knew you could not refuse 
dearelt- Susie’s appeal! ” 

“ Very kind of you, I’m* sure. I was veiy glad to* be 
able to be useful to—to any one.” 

Mjss Bofrson’s face again underwent the paroxysmal 
eclipse beh'fid her ieeth that ungenerous Nature had 
‘given her as a smile. ^ 

“ Of cojSrse, to any ose, and to heig of all people. I said 
to her, didn’t Susie.. ‘ Anything she can do be done, 
if she has a heart in her baosom.’ ” 

Pam, rather surprised at the excitement displayed in the 
stranger’s voice, restrained herself with i,.n:ething of an 
effort from boxing her little twis^re^^, and turned to 
Mrs. Kennedy. . • 

“ I am going for a walk; is there anything I can do 
for you ? ” 

As she spoke, her letter slipped_from her hand, face 
^ upwards, and before she could reacn it, Miss Botson had 
picked it up and returned it to-her. “ Your dear grand¬ 
father must mi£(S you, I am sure.” 

Again Pam longed tc^-injure her, and wth a hasty bow, 
left the room and went'out into the fresii sunny morning. 

“ Loathsome cr^ture,” she thought, alpppiiig across the 
muddy* street and turning to the Ifft. “ How she did 
i’tare at me. P shan’t be able to stand much oi her I" 

The town, she found, was„jfc*Bal and ugly; rows^and 
rows of dingy houses, a chea^y-built street of unattractive, 
shops, several churches, in which she took not the slightest 
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ftfterest, and then more houses, yfhta she had fotind the 
fcost-office and flropf^d her letter into the box, she stoo?J 
|or a moment looking up and down the ^eepy street 
^ndering which way »to go. *’ ^ 

“ I wish I could go^out into a country road," she said 
to herself. It was a oiy when t^ most urban mind fums 
to thpughj^. ^ * 

A rosy-faced country woman, entering^e post-ofl5:f with 
I basket qn her arm; solved the pro|/em by telling her 
to cross tljb street and ta)i(? the lane fo l!cr l(;ft. " Grey 
Mare Lane, Miss; tl't grey marc \villc|rr/ ye^quick/.o our 
side of the town—much the finest, ^he^ mforinant iold 
her, and vi^ith a laugh,at thC joke, Pam followcj^ 'M 
di{ections. 

In half an hotms,time she was rushing full tilt down a 
deeply*sink country road, siilashing through the wet clay 
with chiljjhsh pleasure, sniffing the ^mild, (Imp air ailu 
studying the^dJrl^^uSs on the hcllgerows w.th the deep 
though posst^iypassing interest of the stranger.,^ 

" Good old sky, hiiw blue you al'e!, ’ 

She was only seventeen, and'^pi.iscssiim more capacity 
for both joy awl sorrow, than r’li'c-tenths of the women in 
England that d^, sang and talked to hei|vll in her ddighj 
tliat winter* tv^ver. , * 

Mrs. Kennedy,';not^what she shoi-'d have been; 
Lord Yeoland was angry, aniijt wouhl take more than that 
sauay letter to soften him; she had only six shillings In her 
purse; Evelyn was a donkey,'and Cecil Morecambe a fool; 
not a soul on* eartji apprijved of her behaviour* Pil¬ 
grim was grumpy; anf^ Miss Hotson existed. All, of these 
things were both incontrcAferiiblt ayd unpleasant, but what 
were they weighed against seventeen years and the first 
mild morning ii the spring ? 
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Two or three later Mrs. Kennedy gaw ; Pam her 
version, a ^arefully^ detailed* version,-punctuated by a 
startling vhntly, of ^emotional smiles and tears, of her 
fortune.” ' 

It was a dull, d^^k day, and the three windows, behind 
their ibsy curtains, were grey with raih. Prjn sat in* a 
low chain by t^e fire, opposite her hostess who, having run 
the gamut o' her tea-gowns, was^again wearing The much- 
frillea one in which ^he girl had first seen her. Something 
of her early Surprise at the results of a lo.:g of misfortune 
and disappointment came over Pam agcin as she* watched the 
complaisanV pink face beading with what was perilously 
near being a smiff over tPg open drawer of the table at her 
elbow. . 

^If she had cvc7;been di^osed to lament et)-^r Her father’s 
sin, the sight of Ins victim's comte. ‘'’ble person, perfectly 
self;satisfied in her prejxisterously pinK setting, would 
doubtless have been a certani' consolation; as it was, she 
awaited her companion’s li’^st words with a mixture' of 
disdain and kmusement. “ 

” This pocket-book was his, Pamela’; and all his letters 
^o me are in it. Take them and rhad them. There ain’t 


many.” 

^ Pam felt a pang’ as she ^ook the worn old green leather 
receptacle. No, she could not fancy her lianifiome, idle 
father writing many letters to this poor woman.'-,.And yet 
he had mlamed her! 


Half reluctantly the young girl took out the letters, 
each of which was in its envelope. , * ^ 

‘‘Read ’em in order, my dm; I’ve numbered thens, , 
you see; they explain themselves.” 



•Susan Kennedy spoke carefuUy, slowly, and >wth » 
certain pomp df voice. The occasion Vras a sort of cer^ 
mony, Pam realised, as she opened the first letter, which 
was addressed to Miss* Susan Chiddick. "® '* 


DEAR Miss C^ddick, —h am sending you tfl-day 
the cBpy (jf TeMj-son''| Lwes vwich you kin^y laid you 
would accept Irom me. Please reaii/le m^keQ.onti. 
Hoping to see you to-morrow at Mrs. Brown's, 

, " I’aJn, yours ilnc?rcl^ 

The writing was larger,than her fatlier's as the ciri knew 
it,, and much mop; distinct. The seefthd and tlwd notes 
were much luce the (irst, one referring to a promised walk, 
the otlier*about a song she had sent liiim Tfie fourth 
startled |jei^' for it beraif abruptly : After flhc way yoB 
treated me li^t^igl^trl cannot wtntiire to thmk that ycu 
would care ipTro me liefore I go hack to Londoij^.” “ How 
had you treated himV’ slie askedf looking uj) t* find Mrs. 
Kennedy’s eyes proudly fi.xed oft«}f.-r f.uxi. 


"'Orrid, mynlcar, horrid. 1(^w.ls a Jiall, and 1 look 
a fancy not ter daiicr with him; a girl's^ck. He stood 
in a comcf ifid glared ait me, \)oor c^r.” Her broafi’ 
flabby face assun*c‘c>*a"co(]jicttith sinde tlyit struck Pam 
as very pathetic, though so loilicrous, * 

Wiithout answering, the girl went b.ack td the fetter: 
" If I have offeyded you, jilca'se let me kiiovwhow, that 1 
may beg your pardoi>; if you were only playing with me, 
there is no object in my paying on here ani^onger. K."i 
“ Proud as a peacock, ^'asn’t* Ik^ ” 

" Apparently. What did you answer ? 

“ Read tie naict letter.” ^ *’ 

As she read the next one, a slow flysh crept up under 
Pam’s clear’skm.* It was a love-letter, full of shoiif quota¬ 
tions, but also fuM of sincerity and happiness. Hjr 
father had ^really loved this woman in the offensively 
tpink gown! • ^ , 

*r "Tt gave her pride a shock. Then, looking up, the honest 
'^'T^nderneis.in Mrs. Kennedy'ajfaded blye eyes twched her 



altered. 

" Oh, yes. Vfe were married in August, and went to 
Scotland on our t6ur. He was rery handsome then.” 

1' And you were—lovely.” 

“ Yes, I was a pretty girl. He '.yas proud of me, ,too. 
Go on, rea(^ the rest." ‘ s' 

rThq hext letter,'^ddresf!ed to Mrs. George Kennedy, was 
written a year anO a hailf lat^, and was full of great 
enthusiasm .and iiope. It described the writer’s’pinging for 
a great,ItaJian„tfn'or,^to whom one t-f partners of the 
jl^ro^’s firm in tshicn he whs a clerk riad intrqduced him. 

^H^^ays my voice is v^onderful, Susie dear, and that 
after a couple of years’ study I can cf^mmajid my own 
price, for-^pera singing! Isn’t it gloripus, little woman ? ” 

" You werg very proud, I suppose ? ” asked Pam, folding 
the fetter a^d ret^iping it caiefvdly to itS yellowing 
envelope. ' , 

“ Proud { Wasn’t I ? But it was the C'ruse of the 
whole trouble, pay dear, after all. You see, the Platts 
(that was the firm, Plkti and Roberts) took him up and 
used to invite hin},to dinrttr, to have him sing for them and 
their friends. I'e had always sung like a bird, any way, 
and he learned ^o end d. songru.in a few months. It 
turned his heasd! ” ,, • k- 

l^am flushed again., " And then he sang in opera ? His 
d^bui, I know, was in Faust. Mother told me that oncei” 

” Yes. I was there, but he had got far beyond me by 
that time. Not that he wasn’t kind. He was always kind, 
•^but he i^ad got used to being with great ladies, you know, 
and he felt the difference. And then he went to Monks’ 
Yeoland and met your mother.” She paused. It was 
almost ludicrously evid^t that all the littemess of her 
. desertion had long ,since gone; she was enjpying her own 
retrospeftive emotion, and her position as heroine of the 
story she told. , Pam listened gravely, 

" Your grandfather had met him somewhere, gone mad 
oyer his singing, and at last took him down into the country. 

I hadn’t seen George (’e’d changed his name when he weri^ 
on the stage, you Ipiow, but,not legally until I refused t6 
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divorce him) for two months, bn^when he came boms 
after that visit I knew something hacf happened. And Jo 
do him justice, he didn’t deny it. ‘ George,' ^ said,' What 
is it ? ’, And he said'to nje, ‘ Susie, my*poor gift, I'm the 
wretchedest man ip.|he world! ’ And then he told me. 
He. wanted me to diworce ’im, you know, but I did* draw 
the^e tfjere^And he and coaxe<^ arifi coaxed 
and raged by rums, for w^ks. At 1^ he wenttlown,to 
Monks’ Inland agaSn and they had,ft out. You know 
the rest. ^ What they dil* added tlfe sfteak^ cheerfully, 

" blightea my life ever.” .»*>» '*, »* 

Pam almost bur^ out laughing, t ^ ^, 

“ Did you really care^o very much ?she asked, 

. " Did I care My dear, I—loved liim." Anu.the girl 
saw that it*was th^ truth. * . 

" I *begg your pardon, only—you seem s^-jso*contented 

TimV’ ,^larei Mrs. K«nnc*Jy sole^ly, “is, a 

universal jlpMcea.*’ . 

After a moment she added, if Read pic qlher letters. 

There are only two.’’ •* 

The first of ihe two was verj^ng and written by a man 
nearly out o^his mind with passion an^iain. It was an 
appeal alfflcM magnificmt, to.tf jiride/lat did not eiAt, 
to a generosity <thitL few^womcn have qjvned, and ^ich 
certainly did not belong to4tie one,to whom it was nihde. 
The upshot of her refusing to give him fhc liberty for 
which he begged, would be, fie said, not in Uis returning to 
her, but in his shotting hirnself. It was for her to dnvc 
him to his death. , 

“ Your mother, you Iftiow,”* began Mrs. Kcnne^, when 
Pam had reached this point, “ decided that / The day 
after I gat that letter 1 bough* my ticket*(sccond cla^ 
and went to Monks’ Yeoland. *1 w^ on my way to thj 
house H^i'en^ fnet her in the avenue. When I told her 
who I was she turned white, and then took me ^to 
a ruin imar the house, where a big tree grows, and 
told me ^t for he^ ptrt she did not care one st^ 

him), that die wanjed, tgifi that fow Id.refiued the 
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(iivorce ^he woiild telegraph him to c(Jta,e and they’d go oM 
t^ether.” ' ' » 

Pam nodded. “ And they went.” 

"They'did. 6ace they’d gope, I»nearly went,off my 
^ head. Of course, between she and jhere was no com¬ 
parison, though I was p^fetty, an(£ she was ten years 
younger, too^ But I’d lov; d George lOr years, aqd hd'was 

There is a good opal of truth in that simple^ argument 
" he is ming,” find- Pam silently acknowledged it. A 
minuta later sne^^deled. “ You went to^c my grandfather 
J^knQw. ’ ‘ \ s i- 

•" You see. I’d always heapd that repentance isn’t 
long in coming in sUth cases, and I thought that she was 
probably sic;k and tired of being—h’m/—^h'a^. George 
always hated, tfears and moping, so I thought— 

' ‘ You thought that mother wojJdjhave begUn to bore 
him with reazorse! 'And ,+hat he’d be glad of an excuse 
to leave her! ” ‘ jn 

Pam’s eysfi shone with delighted amusement. 

“ Yes. It wou/dn’t hwV'fl-been the first time that it has 


hapi)enecl. But as you kR.,w it didn’t happen this time. 
His lordship waswery pleasant, I must say.”,, 

“Pam rose and \^pt to a \^indow.,to liide hht face. How 
her grandfather ,wou’d have cnjoyect'"the, recital she had 
jus)*'heard! The woman in,question, the one who had 
made ail the riouble by stealing the other one’s husband, 
was the daughter of the one, the mother of the other, but 
they would have equally rejoiced i,n the unconscious 
ai»urditits of the half-pathetic vict^. 

" And tliey are still haupy ? ” • 

The girl turned. “ Ateolutely,” she returned, with 
emphasis. “ K does seeili absurdly unjust, course, 
but they are both as happ’y as the day is long, and as good 
as gold.” . * • fc ' 

“ Good ? ” Mrs. Kennedy, perhaps naturally, did not 
uneferstand. 

“ I mean kind and cheerful aijj generous.” • 

Inwardly she asked herself what would have !)een Om 
result of a sybmission on her ij^othe^’s part to tha l^ws of 
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Wod and man ? sll could not ma^nc her existing witi^ 
out her fatheri nor him withour her. • Would the* glow ^ 
conscious virtue have given them as much as had tfic 
splendid hfe they had stojpn ? •* $ 

She doubted it, or rather she was sure in her young nynd 
that her mother, m(^out her father, would have* been 
a IMer, unhappy woman,, a jew neither to hers^ nor to 
others. * ^ ^ ^ 

Being herself muoh cleverer fhan*FCulinc could* unJer 
any possille circumstanefi^ have becim#, the young girl 
wasted nrf thougjiti qp the intellectual ^evcldpment^which 
might have console\some wqgien, njr on^omfbrt of jjjety 
and good vforks. ’ • ' • » 

She believed without’reasoning on the subjt“ct*tfiat her 
n^other, in ^evelRping her jxJwers lor happiness, had dc- 
velopal tjje best that was in her; and thu^scerflcd to her 
to be enough. * . ’ ^ • 

And this wa* wharsne had njearft*in sayV\g that the^ 
were good.^V^ 

Mrs. Kennedy wa^ silent for | few.ininuti-^, and then 
with a loud sigh, took the jiockij^il^k aj/d kiid it away in 
the drawer. V^hen she had do^ this Pam ( .uiio hark to 
the chair in which die had liven sitting,^d leaning with 
both handw»f its hark,.said abruptly, XAiuI when y«i 
asked me to conij, wiiat did yrju w.ai^Ji^e to do ? ” 

"To do—why—just whift.you have done, iny dearS” 

" But you don’t peed me.” * • • 

‘^That’s what Anna said ycfti’d say. I don^t see why! ” 

” Who’s Anns ? ” , 

” Anna Botson.” • * » 

“ How docs Miss Botson knownvjiat I’d say ? She can’t 
have known what I was going to say, fpr I didn’t know 
myself, unjjl a yiinute ago.” • • 

" Well, she guessed. Anna i^cry sympathelic.” 

" Oh ! iVell*—tiow tliat I am hcrc-.ire you glad ? ’’ 

Pam herself did piot look particularly glad, and Mrs. 
Kennedy flushed. * . 

” Of coufte I’m glad.*^ was kind of you. No, don t 
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^ ‘J* I’m jiot going to denjj it; 1 mea^t to be kind. 

^ I^lon’t seem to be‘of much use. Maud is so extremely 
capable,” she coijcluded appreciatively. 

^ " You didn’t exi)ect to M ine dependent on y(p for— 

* for<personal services ? I’ve always liyed like a lady, my 
dear.' Kennedy was almost oiifended. 

” Of cour^ not^ but-(,feel useless. Y^ur letter, jfou 
sef, did prepar' me for such a-a charmmg house, and 

all that: 

, Mrs. Kemdy'biidled. “Ires; it is a gerjeel little 
place.' Jo-mo™ one or two ladier, coming to tea; 

Jhahyillbeplea^nt'oryou.” 

Pam,^ad a horrible vision of tl|e ladies drinking tea. 

" Mrs,- Nickerson Is very nice; she h;^ been in Paris 
twice; her husband is the dentist, and quite’the gentle¬ 
man.” " 

fy 1 * 

“ Yes, dentists usuahy have—e/itryiuely gooa miners,” 
apswered the girl, theji are very amiable.” Then she 
burst out laughing at the absurdity of her m remark. 

” I hav&.a he4dache,”.she said, “ I think I’ll go for a 
walk.” - . 

Mrs. Kennedy podded. • “ Yes, do,’’ she said kindly, 
”^the sun seems \} be coming out.” 



kA’PTAR V 

A 

The air >ras wann and iioist, and .th(> lumpy ploughed 
fields stelmed in thcj)leasant sun. ^ ^ 

Pam tramped a^g, thro^h the hcaxjrday, gU3 to be 
in the air tgain, gill that th^ rain had stoppd, gUd'Uiat 
there was a chance of finding some kind of a sm^ flower 
Cowering under t bank. • * 

She did not know which flower to expect, bht.knew that 
the mild^ring with its coaxing rains'had 'faked the r»d 
earth eaflier tljanusml^d there waaipIeasurcin.not* know* 
ing wheth^lvyfirst flower wouft be a violet or a primrose. 

She wasTired of thinking about her father and his erst¬ 
while wife 'f she was a little hom^ick for Moiflcs’ Ycoland, 
whence no word had come, and^j^ had 1^'gun to think that 
having one’s own ^)^ay, though charming^an also prove a 
disappoin^Tlj/ht. So it was pleasant tiYempty her mipd 
of thought, and hold it u[) to bfc filled ly the s|)ring day. 

Presently the Toad toola a sfiarp ttmi to the right, ^d 
crawling up a low hill stretch'cfl on again flat apd glesyning im 
the sun, towards a small pack enclosed by a rough stone 
wall. •, * * 

" I wish that well Mr. Peek’s place, apd he’d (jome out 
of the gate as I pass,'’»siie thcpght, recalling her^ravclhng 
companion for the first time. “ What a^ brute he is not to 
come to look me up! ” It was»cooler on Uje upland, and^ 
she rebutfiinedTher jacket. " Pi% and I must go to London 
and get soqje clqthes; ” she went on; " the seams o^ 
this old tmng are at bursting-point, and I couldn’t get into 
the blue one to save my life! ” • • 

She canfe to the com^f the old park wall as she spoke 
afoud totherself, and goi^ to It drew herself up and p^ 
over it. 
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j The house she coul^ see but dimly ^iirough a plantatioi* 
• erf’ firs planted betv/een H and the north»east, but its 
chimneys werd all asmoke, and to one side of it a gardener 
was busy it woA on a tulip ^d, whistling, “ Tell me, 
»pre<^y maiden,” a quarter of a tone flat, but joyously. 

“ Oil dear, there are bound to be nice people in there; 
girls andlloys, and a jolly c^d grandfather, perhaps! Kbw 
di^sting it Is to ?e on the wrong side of tlftf wall! ” 

Quitfe suddenly the* sadness that is in the spring caught 
her by the throat,''and her eyes filled with lonely lears. 

The pardeqer wasstilJ whistling, and as she stepiped back 
froni the wall, a ^feiall dog yapped in ttpf distance. 

‘ The house with its unknown inmates, the people who 
owned thO dog, who were going to enjoy the tulips, inspired 
the girl with the greatest interest and curiosity. 

" I suppose Pm homesick, because this place looks like 
a homf,” she^thought. " Think I’ll walk all .ound the 
wall, and perhaps I’ll she spme of tlicm.” * 

The tangle of dead grass under the wall was'soaked and 
slippery, b’ft she startecj, off, stopping now'and then 
to climb up and 'j«er oy;^,into the enchanted*unknown, 
full of pleasure in her ide". The house, she found, after 
turning the first iiigle of the wall, was a small, shabby 
old* place, coveredSvith creepers that hung fc"'c.nly even 
from the graceful, ‘'wisted chimneys. I*- looked rather 
des^'.'ted, too, in in indefinable way. 

" I believe it ts James Peele’s place,” she decided sud¬ 
denly, “ it looks like him, somehow. Oh, there’s some one 
in the window ! ” 

, And the man vho came to the window, holding a glass 
of some rid liquid to the light, and looking critically at it, 
was really no other than the Duchess’s future son-in- 
hw. 

The house being set so far back from the entrance gates 
to which fam was now nearly opposHe, was so near the 
wall to which the girl clung that she at once recognised him 
with a laugh of pleasure, and a conscious lack of surprise. 
“ Oh, I do hopie he will see me! ” 

Tne wall was a little sunken here, and with the aid of a 
low beech br^ch, she swung he’^lf up, and sat down oppo- 



srte the wndow. ^Ic stiU stcx>d it ii, locking ^t his 
gfa^. First he tasted its contejts, then he exaihincd it 
again. A ctoss light behind him threw his> slight figui^ 
into strong relief, and Pam could see cytn his ihoughiul 
frown ai! he tasted the wirft. 

“ Oh, please look nt me ! ” she said aloud. " What j'f 1 
wavgjl my cap ? Or i supi)ose 1 really aw too cld to do 
that!" - , : \ c * ) 

Just then Peele r.-ysed his cyth and saw Iter. She sit 
perfectly s^jll, staring gr.ioe^y hack at luri until he calle<l 
out, “ Arc’you a ghost ? ” i’' 

“ I am ! Whal i^tiiat red stuff in llie glass ^ ” *' 

‘‘ That roi stuff is%ane. Uoll you'liJt-e some • 

“ No, tlianks. You reminded me of Faust, stating so 
solemnly at d.” ' 

He Jaughed. " Well, this is a surprise' to find you 
perched li'ife a monkey on my garderc wall 1 Though,” 
he added, leaning out to .cards her, ‘‘ it is not the first time 
1 have seen you ihtcIi'aJ on a wa'il! ” 

■' May 1 t^hine in and se-e your garden ? ” " 

‘‘May yoji! Please do. I’ll Nune out." ’ 

He disapjieared, and a inom'jjY later'’met her as she 
crossed the siiritigy lawn to a (re^lily gravelled path. 

‘‘ I am v^'r^'glad to see you," he Ix-ga*} cordially, " d'd 
you walk ? 

" Of course. !\’e been prowling aiThig your wall ima¬ 
gining the family who live liert’—amh it’s yon ! " , 

‘*()h, you didn't know, then ? ” 

She looked a‘ him, “ No ^how should I lihve known ? 
Did you think I caine on j)ur|)ose ? I prohalily would 
have, however,” she added cargjcssly, “ if 1 had" known. 
Oh, what a dear old jxirch ! ” * 

" Yes, it’s a nice little house. I hadn'f Ixyn near it for 
nearly ten Veat^, and it’s rather rjn down, but now, I—” 
he hesitateij. > 

" Havjifg it s^vept "^and garnished for Lady Henrietta, 
are you ? When is’the wedding to fxt ? ♦ 

’’ Some time in the anjpmn ; but I don’t imagine Lady 
Hefirietta'^vill care much ror the old place.” '• 

The gardener who was working in the front of the hot»» 
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Jooked arotind carioisly at the new-ct*iner, as she sat dd'jm 
-®n the base of an oJd sunldial, and took o^ her hat. “It 
it wann to-day,” she said. 

“ Yes, fve shaE have an early sun^ner.” 

Peele looked worse than sh^ had thought in fee train, 
and »6he saw that his hair had growft much greyer since 
the wiflter, an^ that there were 4fiep lines in his £lear, 
cj^lourlers sfcn. ^ * n - i 

" You had better tkke ^'good long rest,” she said abruptly, 
after a papse. <■ o • « 

“ W)Sy ? yiTiat do you racM ? ” 

" I mean* that .you /nust t^ve been /verworking horribly 
~ to look like that.”' 6 

“ Ybifre not complimentary. Do I look badly ? ” 

“ Dreadfully,” with emphasis. “ Whit is ii, heart ? ” 
" Whaba^ little wiseacre you are ! No ; I’m not ;11, but 
politicos is a*hard trade. I’ve come here for the rest you 
advise,” he went on,'smiling at herV'^ind aip taking a tonic. 
Woilld you like to see the house ? ” - . '' 

He mad^ the prpposal^as simply a? he woula have done 
to a child of ten,\or to ^ young boy, and she accepted it in 
the same spirit. 

Together the 5 ^ent into the dark old hall which was not 
rlthout charm, mough it had no pretensions. t,cHsplendour, 
md into the libra v,— the'room where |ie had been when 
l)p*discovered hSr. a 

" The drawing-room is quite dismantled; my mother 
died when I was bom, and sio one has lived in it since; 
this was my lather’s room, aiid I like it, too.” 

It was a low mom lined with books and furnished with 
old-fashibned comfort. Papers arid pamphlets lay about 
an the tables, and eveif on the chairs. 

“ It is con?fy; only—^s this the way you rest ? ” she 
isked, waving her hand>«t the signs of mental* work, 

" I can’t idle, and to knit I am ashame^,’'’ he ^answered, 

" you have no idea what a pull it is to me, to havato come 
heVe and—stagnate,” she started at the sudden passion in 
his yoice; his face had stiffene^i^to the cold mask it had 
b^n that evening when she had first seen himi and she 
suddenly fflt very young, apd very insignificant, as she 
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realised the political Importance that ^nucuuy lelt hin^ 
self to be risking by this enforced retirlment., »* 

" Tired people can’t do good work,” s^e ventured with 
a slight , hesitation. You, have seen a ’doctor 

“ Of course I hav^,” he cried irritably, “ should I be Ifere 
unless I had been sent; do you think ? ” 

Tnfen he went on, emptying r, chair o1 its j^apera, “ Do 
sit down, you have had a long yialk.’o ’ , ^ 

She obeyed, sitting q^iietly, frowning; at her clasped 
hands. Sj^e had come in to see the house, hnt they had 
both forgotten that, f He was again fighting ‘^ainit the 
despair he ^ad trieo^to forget," and shv^was thinkingiwhat 
she could say to influence him to take the so imperatively 
needed rest, and ^wondering at the sudden feeling «of inti¬ 
macy with Him. , • 

” Wnat,loes Lady Henrietta think abou{ it ail ? ” sh^ 
asked at ^length. , ^ , * 

“ About w^at ? M\ health ? I’m sure I ddn't knoyf, 
or rather sbs doesn’t Jimow that there’s anything wrong." 

Pam stared. “You mean th..t yoU haven’t told her 
you are ill ? For you are ill, aiSi I must have been blind 
not to see it. even in the dark cairlhge the pther evening." 

“ No, I havp not i.old her ! What goo;u would it do ?" 
He rose artu walked restlessly about ,nie narrow room. 

“ She couldn’t he’p it, coujd she ?" - j ^ 

“ No. But she—oh. I’d hate you„for it if it were mfri' 
You ought to tell her! ’’ , ' ' 

“ Nonsense. ^^Come, I was going to show you the pictures, 
wasn’t I ? ” 

She rose, frowning. Bother the pictures. Look here,’ 
Mr. Peek, why don’t y6u teh hw ? You are horribly 
lonely, and it’s frightful to be lonely when one’s ill. She 
and the Duchess,have a right to cqme and look after you! ” ’ 
She seemed very childish in her Vehemence, and his dark 
face softened io a smile as he watched her. “ My dear 
MiH.s Path, please don't scold me. I am fired out, thaVa^j 
all, and I w?mt quiet, and the solitude you abhor. That's"" 
why I ran away here widlout telling any one—not evfn 
Lady Hemietta. Now come, I have a Reynolds I want 
to show you." 


N 
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^ She. foDo^/id himC slowly up thef'’shallow, uncarpe^ 
•stairs, aiid into a long narrow gallery lined ijith pictures. 
"^Pede openfcd a window letting in a gu^ of sweet air 
and a long streaP(Of sunlight. 

‘iOh, there it is!” Pam'loved pictures, and the 
Reynolds was a charming one of a,|Charming woman, but 
her brail was tcfo busy to follow her^eyes, and she stood in 
front of*the''canr!hs staring vac^tly at it. • 

"WeU! You like it ?^’ 

" Yes, very much. Oh, dea.' i ” 

“ What ft" it ? what is the matter ? ” he asked, in some 
alc^, for her face was ful’^of acute, distress, and he did 
not connect it with hWself. * 

“ N'otiring. Only I wish you'd tell her! Doesn't she 
knoW where you are ? ” ^ j 

He sighed impatiently. “ What a pertinacious person 
you are ! Nv>. AS you insist on having information, I will 
tell you that Lady^ Henrietta, al well as,, every- one else 
Who has any interest in me, belit'jes me co be on the 
ContinentJ^ , ^ 

“ Oh, I see.” \Her yoke had changed from a tone of 
helpless anxiety to one complete comprehension. 

“ What do ymf mean ? ” he asked, wondering. 

• “ I mean th^ I understand. You wantyjd^a compleit 
change. Well, I W a chsftige, so I hope you won’t mind 
}j)y coming sonfe tinfes toloolryou up 

" I ,rhall be profoundly f^ateful,” he returned laughing. 
" Will you stey and lunch with me to-day ? ” 

This, however, she refused to do, and soon after took 
Jier leaye. 

Peek' walked with her to fhv; gateway on the high 
road, and when she hhd gone, stood looking after her as 
she sped along in the rin. She had interested him, in 
spite of her persistence, nr rather, she had for a time kept 
Ids mind from working hopelessly pn iij its treadmill of 
thought; and thus had rested him. ^ . 

' ” A funny little creature,” he thought, turning back under 
the trees, “ and I quite forgot tpj'’sk her how she is getting 
oh with her father’s wife 1 ” ^ 



V:hApt€r VI/' 

» . 

» » " ViLi^ Arcadie, April 6. 

“ My dJar Pam,—W e have just come back^om a prowl 
in Andalusia, and Vo your le^er reached me only yesterday. 
My dear ihild, I );ardly kngw whST to say to yc^.* Un* 
doubtedly, you should* have obeyed your grand^aAer, and 
not gone 4o Tffrpington, but then, on the other hand, you 
wer» in a position to judge for yourself, ^oV ^1 the facts 
of the ca'je were known to you. Neither yj^ur mother por 
I feel 'that have ? right to exjjt obedience ffom you. 
Rightly or*wrongly,.^e have jfllowed you ali^ays to do as 
you think best, and I am convinced, as a matter of fact, 
that you possess a greater share of that ra(5s*t uncommon 
quality called common sense, tji^ either’she or I. You are 
in a curious j^ositipn, of course, but Susan Kennedy, I am 
sure, isrf^'the excellent woman she always was, and your 
sojourn with hqf cannot hurt^bu in'ny real sense, That^ 
you have quarrelled with your grafdfatker is a great j)ity, 
but on the whole I feel t'hht as the step^is nojgf m 
accompli, there remains for me nothing to do, beyond 
assuring you what you already know, fhat when Mrs. 
Kennedy has had'enough of you, we,shall be delighted 
to see you back herer<, The g^den is ^eady enchanting, 
and the whole world seems full of the smell of violets I 
“ Youi affectionate father, 

" G. S,"* 

“ PS.'^renclose^ cheque for sometlothes. tour mother, 
who Sends you her love, sends you one or twovjLondon 
addresses, and bids you have new stays made befor^ you 
kwk u]j the dressmah^r-." 

Pam sat on the end of Peele’s library table, and swung 
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fe«t whil? he, lyiiig on a couch 1:^ the fire, read thS 
ttetter. ft was raining hartf, and in place of her bwts, which 
were drying, 'sht; had on a pair of his shppers, and as 
she studiefj his incredulous face she amused he'self by 
• swiitging the things on her toes and,catching them at 
the last moment.^ » 

“ Well* uppn mv word ! ”^he exclaimed at length, folding 
it find haiiding it back to.^fier, “ that is certainly the most 
extraordinary letter I ever read in my life. The man must 
be crazy,” he added not quite under his breath. 

Pam* laughed. “tHe isn’t, though,- is much saner 
than y^u, fof instanr° 

“Am I not sane ? ” He looked up at her, an amused 
light in ]lfs keen eyes. “ I have always been under the. 
impression that I was particularly terrt-a-terre and well- 
balanced ! “ ^ • 

•“ Tetre-d-tefre —^well, yes, I suppose you are that, but 
well-balance^l ? Oh, 'ifo,” .^he conti’iijed gravely, dropping 
onb of the shppers and getting down to pick it up. “ If 
you were, yqu wouldn’t he eating your heart out over a 
few weeks of enforced res* 

“ Eating my heart out. Yes, that is about what I am 
doing. It would & useless to try to explain „to you what 
it Means to a man who craves for exactly oi/l thing on 
God’s earth, to havi.,^ watch that one .Mng shp out of 
his band because he’s too weak physically to hold it 1 ” 
Neithu' of them noticed the strangeness of his speaking 
to her in this i(;ay. 

“ Pohtical power. Well, wlien you’re rested you will 
ga prauicing back as fresh as a dai^y, find the others all 
knocked up, and sail in ^nd demolish them ! ” 

He laughed. “ 'Vhat a mixture of metaphors, my dear 
fem! Imagine a daisy fi^st prancing, and then sailing, 
apd then demolishing ! ” ^ 

“ I don’^care. Ariyhow, it made you laugh! ” 

“ Year am a kind httle thing to care whether I laiigh or 
cry f ” ' * 

She sat down by the fire and y^opped her chin in hec 
; hands. " I do care; I care a lot. It makes ipe ache all 
over to have you be sp mis’able.’' 
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# “ And so you tale the trouble toHramp H th§ way qpt 
here almost ^very day, to chder me up. I see throi^ 

you I” * 

Thefe was a short pausf, after which*Mie be§jm thought¬ 
fully, “ I wish you had a mother, you do so need on*! ” • 
“A mother! i^ 5 fcdear, I’ve never h|d one. ,SUe died 
the day I was born.’* . , 

“ I kdow^ A^d {»erh5ps tint’s why you n^ hei; so 
dreadfully. You see, if you had had her, you could at, 
least remember. It is vAy beautiful to haj^e happiness 
to remember.”* * % • p 

Her small face 'Ooked su(idenly./i1d and tragic she^ 
spoke. Genius mJy saich to be the gift of exj)ressing 
feeling—even ^he feelings one has never knowif 9 ne’s self, 
and to a Certain extent, th5 gift, or the cmse, whichever 
it may was herj. . • 

“ I hope you have happiness to rememb* ? ” asked, 
with it thrili of pit'' for her jmkhbwn futiye. She was 
so utterlj{ ‘alone onf the big water of youth, wth her poor 
httle ballast of philosophy. , • ,» 

” I ? Oh, yes. Only you my Mother is different. 

If I could m^e one for you, 7(> have her-” 

" Go on. ^ TeU me what kind of a fnother you’d make 
for me,* arged the weary man; “ I’d like to know.” * ^ 

Pam went qji, her quiet Voice^sjjcaking in short dis¬ 
connected sentences, the' p^ly break ii( the quiet of the 
dusky room. ' 4 • 

“ Well, she should be like most women, not very fond 
of her husbaifd. S/i she’d have loved you the most dways. 
She would be patient and gentle. And she wsuld tiice 
care of you, and—fu!s3 a little. , And you’d be proud to 
tell her the good things you do, and ashamed of the bad 
things. But^ you’d tell her ^the bad ones too, becai’ie 
she’d love you so that she’d uhderstand. And she woqj^ 
not b 9 *beailt>ful, and her hair would be ni(^ and grey, 
and thin on top, imder a httle cap. And she’d feeV sewing 
woman, and she’d love going to church. And she’d ^ve 
dear kind wrinkles, lil * Cazzy. And she’d never be in a 
hurry—' 
“ Where did you know Jier, Pam ^ ” he asked quietly, 



opening bis Ifes. " because if she tves, I must have 
8 &;’- , ' • 

“ I never knew- her; I just imagined her.” To his 
surprise her^voice shook, and she>bit her Up fiercely.’ 

• Pefele understood. In describing his need, she had come 
to feefhtir own. r The curious aloofntiBs of the letter she 
had let him rer d, ne back to his mind with a ’hock. She 
wasoas Iphely as he, and sha was not yet olghteen 1 
, ‘‘I wish she was my mother, dear, Snd yours, too,” he 

^ said kindly, closing his hand over hers. “ You seed her 
as muciv as L” 

, Fo’' several secondi'i'she battled visibly with what in 
almost any other girl of her Sge would’have been a flood 
of tears, and then she conquered, and sat quiet, not even 
acknowledging the drops on her cheeks by wiping them 
away. '■ , ** , , t. 

. I wish yoiS could see my mother,” she said then 
very steadily.-- " She is* thee most bei’itiful wonpan in the 
world.” -> 

He, the reserved, fesentcd her thus shutting him out 
“ I have no doubt oi it,” hi answered, ” and she feends yoi 
a list of dressmakers in yodr'father’s letter! ” 

" I asked her for the list. And she ddes love me, in hei 
'*way'.” ' . ' 

“ Her way is not tLb'Way of the imaginary mother yoi 


^ mpde^for me ! ” -> 

“ No. ■“But—'i don’t care. Only once in a while, when— 
when it rains, - and I’m hungry —/j" She burst ou 
laughing at this ingenious invention, as‘he sprang up an( 
gave a huffed jerk to the old-fashioned bell-rope near th' 
door. • ‘ ' 

“ I am sorry! You must be starving, and it’s pas 
five 1 Ah, PamT my imagii.ary mother world not hav 
forgotten tea! ” 

Pam nodded gaily. No, bless her!'’ Now do ho dowi 
again,; I should dip of fright if you should faint,” 

“ How do you know I fainted ? ” - 

“ Mrs. Johnson told me. She ettdently thinks k ver; 
^ant of you; she beamed with pride 1 ” 

" It may bfe elegan*,” he returned’ gloomily, “ but it’ 



»mmon onpieasant. \ jtsnng m tea, wm yoti,yu^. ^ oonsou, 
i some jaiji or sometMng, please.* Miss Yeoland h, 
rving.” ^ • • 

\ moment later, be sai^ suddenly, “.To go back to the 
ter; how long ai^ you going to stay on in Tofpingto* ? ” 

‘ I don't know, ihe likes me, poor ^ng. !yve^ been 
xiing aloi^ to hq tha last two or^fnre| days; I’m 
ding hhr ^ol^ E^wn’ and*|he loves it. Grandfather 
( not written to Tne. I suppose in a little while T shall 
t pacl^lip and go back’tfi Arcadia.” • , 

‘ To Arcadia i Dc^you come from th^e, youog majjam ? “ 
They lo(^ed gravely at evh other “ Yes? I vfas bom 
ire. My father ind mother hv^ there, but I—I don’t 
lly belong, ^ou see.'’ • * 

‘ What lio you mean ? ” * , * 

' r mea» tha^I Ju^t chanced to stray in, oo tospeak, and 
have a tight, one has to—to force fhe barriers-^to win 
;’s v/ky , 

The thaughtful litde speech was so utterly* at variance 
h her childlike appearance as she* sat hi^dled close 
the firef that he started. S'rom tinjd to time she said 
nething that reminded him*tlat she was on the brink 
womanho 9 d, but .as a rule she seethed the child she 
ked.*”- 

‘ How does one win one’^.way ir>, Pam ? ” he asked, 
er a pause. “ I shouldliki; to go^’ * • 

ihe shook her head slowly. “ N6, you cjm neifer go.'’* 

‘ I ? Why not ? What *have I done ? 
jhe hesitafed. I am* talking nonsense; hunger is 
ng its dire work.” But she had meant something, 
i he knew it. * . «• ^ 

‘ Look here, this is the third time yqjii have done that I 
lean, refus^fi to go on with jjpmething you had begun 
'! It is absurd 1 ” • 

Be s»* u^ «nd kced her, the little intent- frown sflfe 
^ayS associated .with her first sight of him, oil IH^ black 

)WS, ^ ' * 

‘ Why can’t I go to «4rcadia ? ” 

kirs. Johnson, entering laden with a generously ^ro** 
led ,tea-tray, intejpnpted him, ^ut when she had 
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gone, and H Jm was peering with that supernatural air < 
wisdoA conuaon to som^ women at such moments, ini 
teapot, he returned to the charge.' “ WeD, wh 
can’t I ? ” ^ 

“ Why Oan’t you what ? ” she' returned provokingly. 

’ “*Why can’t I go to Arcadia ? ” * 

She evaded hiii. for a few moments, parrying his patienti; 
repeated gue£.tion^'.vith quicjc-wihted thrusts of’irrelevancy 
but at. last, when he-hacf put it to’he. too many times 
“Why can’t I gq to Arcadia >’’ she burst forth, settini 
her cup do\<ii with a httle crash, “ because you hre goini 
to marfy a ^'oman'you don’|^ love.’’ ' 

He Was silent for ‘a \Tiomqit, looking at her,’ the frowi 
deepening^, “ How do you Wow 1 don’t—love Henrietti 
Shanklin*? ’’ he asked at len^h. *■ 

“ Becaus^j 'as I told you, I have lived my childhood ii 
Arcadia, and laavh seen love all my ufe.’’ 

'After* another pausf, he said quietly, “ I am ve.y font 
of her, Panf.^^ " 

I know !t Oh, I am sure you are. She is so beautiful 
and so—so-^tiear I bf course you are fond of her.’’ 

“ But that won’t*take ij^eiito Arcadia ? ’’ 

Love had had vtfy little place in his cool brain ; he was 
perfectly satisfied with his proposed marriage, and senti- 
^ mental considerations had rever preoccupied him. Yet 
he felt a trifle hui;t at being thua shut out. 
p{."''No, not to father’s and mother’s Arcadia,’’ she 
hnswered. 
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James Peile’s sudden departure, ostensibly the Con¬ 
tinent, had cau^d not a little talk among political Qpople, 
for with the cunous sname sojpetimes fSt by healthjj men 
in a suddeif illness .which caunot ]^e tabulated by soihe 
distinct name such as tj^hoiS, or pneumonia, he kad* given 
HO explanation fc any one. • 

"I.am] off to France on business,",he.hai told his 
political c^f. Possibly, for he was i^t a f^l, the trua 
explanation might inVhis one case have been jnade, had 
not somethftig in that great personage’s ey& betrayed 
the under^anding which tact forbade, his pt^ng into 
words. " Ipdeed, Peele. I sl^ miss jou,”*4as all he 
had said, " but I’ve no doub5j(our going is necessary. 
Take care of y6urselfj’ * 

Then th^tVo, the man arrived, and the man bent an 
the teeth ol ten y;iousand bristling difficulties, on arriving, 
had shaken hands and separated. * ^ . 

Peele, shut up in his lonely old house, eajing his heatt'i 
ofit, as Pam had put it, followed the directions of his doctor 
with dull accumcy.and counteracted their effects by reading 
every day in a doz?n different papers aij account of thg 
crisis which had come* j^st w]i*n he could play* no part 
in it, * , 

The doctor had told him t|ie whole* truth about his„ 
condition. Hi^ heart was weak,iand he was on the verge 
of an absq|ute*nervoi^ breakdown which could oe avoided' 
only in, one way. ’ • \ 

And unwillingly,' rebeUiously, he had taken that \tay, 
having in ft none of the Jaith which is in itself quite the 
thfrd of iich cures as his doctor was trying to accomplto. ^ 
" I shall go off ia a faintiijg fit some day," bi 



afid*if,I d^’t, I slfall become a chitmic invalid, which t 
Ar^rse.” ' '' » 

And in the nj^antime the Liberals were going out, and 
as his party, which he knew he had served not only faith- 
' fully but brilliantly, came in, the plupi that should have 
been hi? would^pop into another n*outh. Ambition was 
the only thing uv; man had in the wrld, and as he paced 
the g^dens of his priso.i^ by (!ay, the long narrow 
room m which he liv^, at night he was to be pitied. 

The Lady Henrietta, she who was to keep him out of 
Arcadia, and who believed him to be in Caimes or Mentone, 
wrptechim regularly ttoougK his bankers, and once in a 
while Jie wrote her. * 

Hers j^as not intellectually a richly endowed nature, but 
she was gentle and kind, and she loved him. 

She lovddcjhlm, and though he had as r’uch irom a fear 
df having to tive u^ to a once-starto'^ pose, as ffom a sense 
of honour;,made no''{)retrnce of loving hei, he was man 
ertough to ,be, somewhere in the rarely stirred i depths of 
his soul, itfhamed Of himself for having asked to marry 
him a woman whose let^e-s awoke in him nothing more 
than a feeling of tored fiitj^. 

He recognised the harmless of his own nature; the 
coidness of what books bad taught him to cai> his heart, 
and he wondered quite honestly what it was in him that 
ha^^ awakened iii the spoiled beauty of many seasons, the 
Move which hcd suggested to him the idea of using her as 
a help in his career. 

The man felt in himself that quiet sb-ength, that absolute 
reliance ‘ in tried powers, which under certain favourable 
circumstances can take one to any heights, and those cir¬ 
cumstances would to a great extent become his on his 
marriage with the sister of .he Duke of Wight. 

, The duke himself, a youth on marrying whom all the 
ladies of the Londdn Variety iheates seemed' ctrangely 
bent.j.W as of little importance in any way as a tareful 
cou^ of senseless dissipation could render him, but at 
the same time, to be an English duke is to be a power, aod 
a Dtephewship by marriage with the man almost bound to 
be the next P^e.. Minister is an, advantage for idiich 
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an*ambitious, comparatively obscure Aan, may w^'giVe, 
a long price. ♦ * ^ ^ 

The Lady Henrietta, moreover, with her i»eauty and her 
large fortune, would have been a great help'feven without her 
title and position, and the fact that she was, at thirty, stfU 
considered one of the neatest beauties iiuEnglami Ifad 
its place in^ the liste o{( the ^advantages PJele l»d won so 
easily that ^y in Ve old Refec?(fry aj. Monks’ Ytol^d. 
The man kijew he wonderfully lucky, and as he was 
a man, it \ws pleasant to hun that his wif? was «ot to be 
a bony frump or'll fat«Jewess. He was very content^ but 
at the same iime, as the dayjTwent on, as the politic^ 
field became more animatad and" the inevitable battle 
near, he would haee giverf up his fiancee with all hei^apcrue- 
ments for a fortnight of the health to which, he* had, in all 
the thirty cxM yatrs that had been his, cot * thfown the 
tribute of a grateful flight. ( ’ » ' 

For he was^t)om fighter. Thc^excitement otanimated 
debate thriSed him to his finger-tips, and hl^ nervous' 
mind was never clearer than when thef smoke^ wordy 
battle filled the air. 

He was {X)or, but for the joy o^traving'his own eloquent 
words rush over and bhm the great whose unguarded 
phrase ha3 hid him open to Peele’s attack, he had cheer^ 
fuUy paid the hea^JV fine that fiad b<^n impend on him. 
And now, when he was filled t*.the lips witH wisdom, as Ir^ 
thought, and of knowledge, as he knew, on 'Jie question 
that was dividipg England that spring into two great 
camps, here he was down in the country, nursing a weak 
heart and resting an over^worked nervous system ! » • 

Pam, with her wits and ready 'sympathy, was the only 
gleam of sun in his dreary outlook. 

Taking her visits to him as m/ich for graffted as those • 
she had made to Christopher Cazalet, enjoyingiher long^ 
talks withHlim, making hini laugh, making him think of 
something beside his'lamed existence, she was the gre^^t 
possible boon to him. So old in some ways, her sh^t 
figu#e, not* quite long skirts, and the boyish sailor hat s^e 
usually were, made her seem to him a child, as he, with 
his pre-oc«apation, the syeeches she had»read aldud to her* 
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giuivifatha-. the fact of his engagement to the ancient Lady 
Henrie'tta, and his rapidly whitening hair, ^as to her old. 

' Once on hi^ remarking incident^y in the course of a 
conversation that he was five-^d-tl^y, she had exclaimed 
bluntly, Are you really no older than that ? Why, I 
thcught you years older than Chaniiey Burke, and he is 
forty-thre^! ”' , . i . . 

“ Did you indeed ? (, That is a Ijjow 1 And who is 
thartiley Burke ? 5lot the man who has bought the Rosedale 
ruby ? 

“ §uby ? Ha^ he bought one ’ 01.1 ” The colour 
rushed to her face at the thought, for there .was only one 
jSerson for whom Bii,ke would hpy a ruby, and she knew 
it. “ Ee’s an Australian, and a friend of ours. What is 
the Rosedale ruby ? ” 

Peele laughed, “ Make him show it to yov ; it’s worth 
seeing. Belonged^ to poor little iy Rosedale, and they 
sold it a](}:er her death, ,to pay her debts.*' Jhey say this 
man Burke gave £15,000 for it.” a 

Pam silent. It was a pity that she could not fall 
in love wi."h Bii^ke, h^^v'as so nice, and so^big, and so 
strong, andk. good-ten.pered, and—so rich. With a sigh, 
she dismissed the subject from her thoughts as a regrettable 
but absolutely unchangeable fact. rf 

Two or three days^aftej the talk about Arcadia, feeling 
ajiittle better ai,d unutterably oored, Peele decided, as Pam 
did not com^ to iiim, to drive into town and look her up., 

A long letter from the Lady Henrietta, reproaching him 
tenderly for not being in England just when he could be 
,so useful and derive so much benefit, as well, from the 
breaking up of the Lib^al party, had irritated him unspeak¬ 
ably, and a poliyical blunder had been made that almost 
^brought tears'of anger tc^. his eyes. 

Pam would cheer him up. 

^ When he reached the cogimonplace* httle>u house in 
Welli'‘.‘gton Terrace, he found the oirtains dra'wn and 
ligxfts behind them, though it was as yet broad,daylight 
Maud, the maid, in a rather, fetching cap and apron, 
' miormed him, with something like a giggle, that Miss 
yeoland was in the drawing-rooip, and 1^ ti;ie way to 
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that triumph of locaf upholstery, whence a S(^djof» 
revelry came through the door. ^ ^ 

“ Mr. Peele.”^ « • * 

There jvas a suddemhush,and seventeen women and one 
man ttimed and pa^d the very much annoyed iiewcoifter 
the tribute of a silen^ stare. “ Oh, it’s y^u ! I afn |lad 
to see you.” Pam came up, her hand h*d o^jt, her eyes 
dancing. ** V^e’re\ having* a i^trty, you see—4 mof^f 
delightful party. \^3lne and let me introduce you to 
Cousin Susre.” ’ ’ » * 

Conversation had txjgun again, but thf seventeen ladies 
drew back with., eager politejtess to make why fon t^je 
distinguished’ guest, and fLi thy end il the vista he found 
himself bowing Ijefore his hostess, wmo, pinker aiifl,whiter 
than ever, fli a cap comprises of tiny velvet, roses, and 
a flowing gaanenl of silk covered with lac^,*gave him 
a mostcordAlw^omk “Delighted to yoA, Mr. jPeele,* 
I’m sure*. »gives me great pleasure. Alloy me to 
introduce ypu to my dear friend. Miss Botson, wjiose book 
on fern-culture you must have read.” • ,y/ 

Miss Botsan’s hand was moist_her te«fh \^e equine; 
he did not like |;ier. Neither did ^ like MpufWiite, a very 
tall person witlji a larg"! crumb of cake on Ifer unfashionably 
high, pui^l^mohair bosom. ^ *“ * 

“ Thanks, I should like a dijp of tea, Pam,” he said, 
catching at a chance of a v^i^ljdrawm fro^ his immedia^p 
surroundings. ’ * * * 

My tea-table is in the confer there; come,along.” 

He followed Aer wi^h an absent-minded expression very 
creditable in a man on whom eighteen pairs of eyes are* 
tenderly glued. * • * • , 

“ What the deuce are they all staring 'fi.t me so for ? ” 
he asked nervously, sinking intj a .chair after jerking it« 
around so that his back was to tie room. " I never was^ 
30 imcomfprtaBlei in nvy life,! V ’ ,,,' 

“ Never mind—it js compliIBBiy, 
they wonde^^ ? They’ve all 

anci they’re going to stay to sup^ 7" n d w L» 

“ To svpfer ? Good Lord I ”•/»" . V''’ . 

" Yes.. I ache with Janghing inside; fhey aretw ftmmrjt 


',E. 
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E/ery sinde one of them has askerf for my ‘ grandfatljer, 
•Lord Y^lad’s’ health. I’ve had such fun, done all my 
4 ricks; recited, showed’them Caliban, told them about the 
Duchess—/ They are having the time of their 

1* l> • * t. o 

hyes. ^ 

“It’s awful,” he groaned. “Mofe cream, please. I 
say, tam, whji'haven’t you been to see me ? ” 

“Nc^time. I’ve begn bu%. It t*:kes'tune to stone 
bnough raisins for u party, I tell yc"' ’ 

" They aren’t, going to have raisins for supper, are they ? ” 
“ They'are—in cakes and in puddings. The?n I’ve done 
alnv?nds, and cdiinted silvp. It’s''re^y fun, you know, 
you needn’t look so',disgu^ted! ” 

“«! Yfas horribly el yesterday,” he said pathetically; 
“if y6u desert me, I shall.cut my throat—/ha! another 
man! ” he J^roke off, adding with malicious^ satisfaction, 
,, “ now, A£’licatclLit 1 ” ? ' * 

“Not he. Th&s. Mr. Nickersoil'che dentist. They have 


;’.s. Mr. Nickersoil 'che dentist. They have 


all had the privilege of gazing at him by the hour while he 
does thvjigs to their teeth ; he isn’t a stranger. Oh, Mr. 
Nickersou/jhow do you do ? Let me give you a cup of 
tea!” -o, ^ 

Peele yielded up his place to the mild-ihannered dentist, 
jmd wandered bach.Lo Mrs. Kennedy. He coulff not leave 
until he had had another, talk with If am, whom he saw 
to his rather in(|ignal.t surprise, was really enjoying herself, 
uv ’ “ I ^ so gla/,” Mrs. Ktiinedy began hospitably, “ that 
you happened tc, drop in to-day, when I had these 4cw 
friends to m&t Pamela. I suppose you are an old friend ? ” 
“ Hardly that, but a good one, I hope.” 

“ Met ’er at^’is lordship’s, I da-esay ? ” 

Her h’s had vbeen irreproachable the first part of the 


afternoon, bijt sne was tired. 

“ Yes, I was visiting Ln the neighbourhood.” 

Miss Botson, whp was sitting by her friend, at this point 
leaner forward and said with an’ dk hf myilgy, “ 0 1 
couise you know the story 7” 

Peele stared. “ What story ? ’’ • ' 

Oh, hush now, Anna,” put in Mrs. Kenn^sdy, “*Mr. 
I^eele can’jt be expected to take an interest-” 



" He can be expected ta Any om with a beart^i^ his 
boosom most take an interest in it rpferring,” the 

gaunt woman Went onj ** to the’story of dear faiendV 
misfortune.” 

Peele*rose, He kdfew frdin Pam that tliis phrase referred 
to her father’s forcible escape from the bonds which seamed 
to him at that monfent to have been iiliite unblearable, 
and he did iJbt c^^e fo hsive th^^tory repeat^ t^ him by 
the narrow tonguc-^cking against Hhe horrible yelldw 
teeth of the confidential friend. " I arcv sorr^” he said 
hastily, ‘‘•I mu^t gojm now. Charmed to h%ve h^ the 
pleasure.” ^ ^ • . 

After a l/brned word with Pam ?vho was, as he put* it 
to himself, with imreasonable d^gust, makii^ herself 
•agreeable t* th^ dentist, he escap^. • 



, * CHAHTE'R Vllf 

f c 

April passed acd May. Paia had enjoyed thl reality of 
primroses ^d violets almost as mufh as .«he had enjoyed 
theni in imagination. Sheipid Pilgrim |j^d sjpent a week 
in London, at a snlall hotel in Albemarle Street, and 
o(;cnpied> themselves, while her simple clothes were being 
made, 'with a course o. picture-galleries and- long walld 
possibly Ifss,amusing to the sourlj^patiept^^rvanf than 
, to her mistffss. » 

Thdn somewhatltcc Pam’s surprise, they ha^ c6me back 
to Torpin|:ton, and stayed on there. ^ 

* The ajlusement, inspired in her by Mrs. Kennedy’s 
friends hacj given way to .a mild resignation to their pre¬ 
tentious dulri»"'^:’Miss poison, who came constantly, was 
as obnoxious as *ver, and she still fglt quite__ a superfluous 
njember of the httle. household; yet she stayed un. 

" Are we going to hve here for the rest of our days ? ” 
Pilgrim asked h^f oncc peevishly. " I can’t see that we’re 
^ doing apy one a1,y good, I’m sure! ” 

“ Nonsense, Pill,.p She hkos to have us, and I do re^ 
aloud to heri B,,sides, I’m not s(^ proud as you; I 
like it.” , 

Pilgrim sniffed. “ And.ypur fathT and mother in Paris, 
having a lovely t’me! 

" I never hkgd Paris, you know. Now, for heaven’s sake, 
Hon’t sulk—think what a bad example you’re setting Cally.” 

Pam asked hersel( again, when the,good„woma!i had left 
the roi'ip, why she did stay on in Tqfpington, afld then 
decued suddenly that it must be Peek’s presence that 
made her reluctant to leave. „ 

'' I certainly couldn’t stand it if he were not hsre,” she 
' deaded frankly. “ He« a (|ear! ” 
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5 Peele grew better^ time wore on ;ohe slepfamoie ana 
fainting fits ceased. Eve^|two dt three days the girk 
iramped over the now famihar road ttf Ins house, and 
during,the long ho^ which they spent, free inter- 
niption, in the Aljarming old park, or in the libra^, a 
curious intimacy ha^ grown up between tbem. « 

“The nig]j>t I-first^saw^.you,” she tol(S hin»once, “you 
stood leafiing agm ^t the wall, iMenir^ to Lady rfenpetta’s 
playing, and I was ^posite^ou, just beyond the portiires. 

I had read’ all your speeches, you know, ^d heard all about 
the row m the^ousa, and I was crazy tp see you.” • 

“ Well, (hdjjtcome up to j»6ur expectations'i* ” hefclaed, 
puflBng at nis pipe asjhe lay on^ais back on^th^wa^ 
grass. , ' . / 

“Yes. Wou did then. You'looked so stem, and so 
stroilg, andi 60 ^x)l(l.’U 

“ Dear die ! Wh^^e invidious emphasis oil the ‘ ihen ’ ? 
Do I dlsappomt you now ? ” * «. 

She looy.ed at him thoughtfully. “ No-o. you see, 
a man who is ill is more or less a child,^and^.akes a girl* 
feel old and motherly.” ^ 

“ In other y^ords, familiarity tteeds^yaiempt! ” ; 

“ No it doesn’t. IWdlls awe, though/' ^ • 

“ Did I,nse to inspire awe ? ” , * 

“ Yes, in me, «it least. Ahd ncgy—I’m just very fond 
of you.” * . /' 

Peele stretched out his hand and fttrolwd hfers affec¬ 
tionately. “ Good little P^ ! ” / • 

No letter had come from Lord Yeolind, but Evelyruhad 
written, and Cazalet. These letters Pafn read Sloud fl) 
Peele, who in turn rea9 4ier bits’frsm th§ Lady Henrietta’s 
and tliose from various pohtical friends, and the discussion 
arising from (J|iem all helped /o draw cloSer together the 
strangely assorted friends. * . ’ * 

Evelyn’iS whils over her.grandfathesr’s cmelty regarding 
her cufate, led to a conversation that w^ not a^thosf its 
consequences. 

He’st a sweetly pretty youth,” Pam informed ther* 
friend, ‘Virith a cupid’s-bow mouth and pink gums; hfi is 
fond I suppose,, but ke’s afraid to go to my granH- 
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ajid rut that obstinate old inan into his iMX)pe# 
pl^e. zk Evy shakeP' in her shoes at grandfath^s 
very voice, they both of them mourn in respectful obedience, 
and old Tiipe is still a-flying I ” f f . • 

Tten she told the story of her attempt* to stir the mild 
:urate to rebellitn. “ I told him that if it was me,” she 
added, with fcr haoitual disregard for gjamnatif al pedantry, 
“ I’d ryn Way with him ife a s£ot.” 

“ Would you really have been so bold ? ” Peele asked 
'aughing. ' ’ 

“ Wkjuldn’l I ? J don’t mean with a oUrate like him, 
hut—I hapipened to be in loVe with any oeo^ and some one 
interfeced.” ’ ' 

‘ Y our‘grandfather h^^ a certain'right to-directing your 
destinies—yours and MisS Maxse’s.” 

“ Rubbis'uJ - Haven’t we both p«u- o”vi' father and 
mother,? My grandfather is simpb' an old tyrant—yes, 
he is an old tyrant!''Look at him now, sulking ^frith me 
because if wouldn’t obey him. I’ve written *’im three 
^times, chatsaing, ,chatty letters, and I shan’t budge to go 
to him until ne ha* written me three times.” 

“ He may nevoyiwrite.*’ 

She laughed. ‘^Oh ves, he will. Poor dear Aunt Rosa- 
miind and Evy do bbre him so that he almost- difes; he’s 
longing for me by this tim&' I know hifii.” 

JjiAnd if he fori ode vou marrying some chap you wanted 
to, you’d defy him too ? ” 

She shook her ht id slowly, “ No,” she answered with 
the ^ of one about to make a weighty announcement, 
‘^not ejcdctly. I don’t believe in marriage.” 

“ By Jove! Not believe in marriage ? May I ask 
why ? ” 

I She did not’answeryfor. a moment, and he went on. 
‘I^you believe in love, I loiow, for I remember a wigging 
you ga\^ me about ivrcadia.” 

“ Xes. ‘ I do believe in love—of course, I do. if you 
knew my fafiier and mother, Mr. Peele, you -would not 
havp had to ask me that.” ^ , 

Well, then, why not in marriage ? ” ^ 

i" Because' marriage seems to me fo be so hamp^lted axtd 
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^larrowed uy a tnpusand humdrufti care^ and-^Sptr- 
stitions; b^use married peo|)le squal:j|)l^ or get c*ref 
being in love; bemuse the very fact that one has sworn 
to keep on feel^)a certtun way is bound ty make* one 
change. Imagine*vowing in church to hate and loathe 
your bitterest enemy all the rest of y^lr life, did then 
trying to d« itH li stands to reason that yAi’^ begin to 
like him before you had got out of the church door 1>” * 
Peele silent idr a few.#econds. Hcjj' words expressed 
his own f^hnK with a clearness he had never (fared to use, 
and his though had flown ^ the cro^ flies,,to th^Lady 
Henrietta own futur<?.^ • 

“ I think, the girl ^ent on, hy hands, fuU^f flov^er s. 
clasping her hRees, her eyes, hay closed with intentness, 

“ ihat peo^e who Ipve each other need no proifi^.” 

“ Vou arcane* the^t, my dear, to advancf'that theory* 
but it woR’t hold «8ter. Laws h^ve| to exist, j^u see. 

If ther^we*e*no marriage ther(tcoufd be no socid order. 
The minute two people got tired of each otherf off thSy 
would go, each his or her own way, ancV—thf ■ children in 
the nurseiyf, what would becoi^(. of thftn ?' 

" It seems to me that people cfo abffli? that when they 
are ma^ed. • If Lady Lloyd-VenrP Ijadn’t been chaippd 
down to i'ir Dick, she woulcj never for a moment have 
dreamed of falling'^m love wjth that r»sty Captain Bentinck t 
Every one knows that a birdin the bust^is worthy a dJic”. 
in the hand! ’’ , / • 

Peele burst* out laughing. “'Out/of the mouths of 
babes! ’ But what*about the one of the pair who might 
happen to be satisfied j/ith his bargain*? '* .* 

“ Like poor Mrs. Kennedy. *\^el>, she perfectly happy 
low; much happier than if mother had not ^ad the courage 
0 just go off* with father. how wretched Mrs.* 

Ceimedy woul^ have been if he had staye(J with her by forc^ 
md loatlfed her,«s he Vould have, after knowing mother." 
Peele* had not thought of this case, gn(i,fdt*a slight 
iscomfort as she enlarged on it. “Your nthePs and 
lother’s \ase is most exceptional,” he said rising. ** It •, 
the oifly one of the kind of which I have ,ever heard 
iat basvot toroed out»badiy for everv aw ranromaA •> 
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c“ilVell, if Ij,ever faU in love with an^ one, you'll hear of ^ 
an9ther case, for I'm neyer going to make any idiotic 
promises." ' ^ ' 

" You must feel yourself tOf be si^igularly incopstant, 
theii^l" '* 0 t 


" I'm' not," she flashed back angrly. “ But how can 
I tell how rHi fee! in ten years ? • Justwa^t, Mf- Peele, you 
and I., tou are goii^ to%iake a splendid maria^e de con- 
venance, and I shall never mariy at all?' Let’s see which of 
us turns out the happiest." 

" Artd if,’ he h'^itated, “ you should iiave children ? 
Don’t' you see ? ’’ It seemeo to him unutt'fayy pathetic 
the way, as he put his question, she openea her eyes in 
suriinse, ' v j 

“ Well, didn’t they—fa.her and mother—have me ? ” 
The ody’i’eiters Pam did not shoty to Jy'r^/iriend, were 
Wo which hid come from Burke. , <»• 

His big,.strong, c'o'atse, ;vriting was so like. Jpmitelf that 
the girl Sioeraed to see him as she read the shorluSentences 
♦*he had pourod on to* the paper, hot from his heart. 

" If you knew kow I mi'n you! The spring rir gets into 
my throat an(f'i«»ais th choke me because you are not 
here. Let me coihe tayou, Pam! Marry mp, and let me 
take you ofi somewhere—anywhere you want to go, Cazalet 
is sending this to you, but he refuses • lio give me your 
pdA ess. It is duel. I lovp, you, and I have a right to 
know where you ate. I go often to see your grandfather, 
but I don’t care tcc ask him where you are. He is ver^ 
well-, but very loni.y. We talk about you, for he loves 
^ou tod. He tdd.me yesterday that he had hoped to 
marry you to some man of good'biood, that the Duchess 
would have helped, but that now you have ruined your 
■prospects by tnis insane folly. Thank God for it! You 
weren’t mdde to be a fine lady, the wife of some httle 
fashion,''.ble whippersnapper. You have,,too m.iny red 
corpuscles, mv girl. Love me I I’ll teach you what fife 
is and can 45e. Can’t you love me ? Oh, P^, doesn’t 
it nean anything to you to make a man grow giddy wyth 
the very thought of you ? ” 

The rest of the letter, and part/)f the one came 



•later, was in tbe*same strain. She read thqn* ^th a 
curious feeli^ thit they we^ not toeant^ for her. 
own coldneM debarred her from all rigAt ^o them. Poor. 
Chamley Burk^ hdwas not “ the man ^ of whom Ravaglia 
had told her. J * * * i 

The second lette*, received early in hone togothrf with 
the second* she* ha^ ha^ from her mother eince she had 
left hoifie, aimounced that thh*writfr had been*cable<^ for 
from Aijftralia. ‘'I must^o,” he wrote in a han^ some- 
what lyisteady, “ and (jod knows whAi I can get back. 
Something gono wrong with my b^ik. 0h, little Pam, 
little girl, j[ gm so utterly yim slave! Be land totae^d ^ 
let me se^ou." • * 

After a litWe reflection she write him a linf gjviBflum 
her addrfe, and putting on he/hat, posted her note. 

Then a.:M*s her,* habit, she went j?ack*iVtet the house 
and out An to the^oad leading to P^e’s. • • 

“ It^ai^^ry nice of him,” sfee tRt)i%ht, as sjie flew along 
in her fieculiarly light-footed way, over the, dusty read, 

“ never to try to cblouir me with tho ruby!« Of course hg 
bought it* for me, poor thing.^It is funny that she should" 
care so much, because I'm really littlf-iiiore than a child. 
Eighteen in November, and this i^ June third! ” She had 
several ihings to tell Peele, and hutried along wonddring 
what he would %ay to one ol itheiy—that she was going to 
join her parents in Normandy a fortiight’s time. 

The letter from her mother lay m Hr packet, *and every * 
now and thej she touched it* her face ffehing with happiness 
as she did so. Her mother want(^ her! Had ^erself 
written to say so. “I am not very well," thobeautiful 
woman had said; “ ndt ill, dear,jion’t ^ alanned, but the^ , 
heat has been great, and I feel languid ayd good-for-nothing. 
When are yoy coming ? We joiss^you, artfl I think I shoijld 
feel better if you were here to*buIly me a little.” • 
Peele*could»no longer look at hei» ds he someiimes did, 
with*that annoying cloud of pity in his c^ver •eye?,^ Her 
mother wanted—needed her, and she wds home I 

• Peel* was lying on a wicker lounge under a tree, wh^ sljp 
came fhto the garden, and as she drew near she saw •that* 
he wai^ asleep. 
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Si^png quietly dowq on the grass sh^’studied his uncon- 
sdous face. U was* browner than it ’had been, and the 
.(ietks were ftiUlr. His lyes, too, had lo 4 t the bluish 
t drdes that had sq troubled hef. “^e is.almcst,well,” 
^sbe Aoughtfcontentedly, " and will SOOn (le able tO work 
again'. How gla^ he’ll be 1 ” 

It was very quid in the old garden; the^jvanp afternoon 
sun brooded over the fra^ant earth like a great golden 
biro; the trees did not stir, and their "hadows looked like 
tangible things. Pam took orf her hat and brusn^d back 
the litth^ damp tendr^s from her low brojv. It-was delightful 
to go hick to her mother—to iver mother who wanted her— 

' bur she would miss Peele who had, been alihbri a charge 
tofei.' She had bullied, him about his drons, had fussed 
about his food, bougntihim a pair of hideous overshoes 
which she insisted on his wearing when it jv 9 &h[amp,-for 
be never wore heavy boots as most me\ do in th.. country. 
Her feelingas she-watclipd him lying in ^he touching 
helplessne^ of sleep, had in it something distinctly maternal, 
ghe could hardly realise that he was the same man who 
^'nad made those splpndid, Jfmpestuous speeches,, of which 
the papers had hadi^,.muGh lo say. It was not the brilliant 
politician who lay sleefyng in the shade by her; it was 
a being who was a lihde her child, a little her old.hefb, and 
' a great deal the friend she lo\ed. r 

Suddenly, perhsjps disturbed^ by her magnetic gaze, he 
opened his ey^. 

“ Where is it ,? ” Li murmured, still half asleep; " show *’ 
me the ruby if it’s tr^e 1 ” 

Jhen h*? burst (yit laughing and rose hurriedly. “ Good 
girl, how are you ? I aw^^ad! ,I-was just having the 
most abominable weam about you and that chap Burke 
who bought thecuby! 

“ The ruby ? ” 

^ Yes. I dreamed,, the fellow had ipicked you, i>p and 
was runnrvg off with you as if you had been a baby^ and 
on oile of yoqs hands, which was hanging limply over his 
shoulder, shone the ruby, set in a ring. It was a brute ^ 
dr^, though it doesn’t sound particularly twrifying in 
th^ telling.’'' 



• " And you," she asked, looi^ curioosly at him, “ 'what 
were you doing while I was being dragged ofi^poor ml ?^' 

“ I—^that veas the worst of it—I seenipd* to be sim|»l/ 
looking on. Not a coble jole, was it ?, W^, what’s the 
news r’ be whip m, laughing off his slight piscomipri; 

“ how is your'esteemed relative ?" ^ f 

“ Cousin Susi^? She is^not so well tuday.^othing, you 
know, she hcis her tIJk and dQjMfis; but my news is that 
I’m off home the eqd of the week.” • » * 

" HomA! Where do yo^ mean ? ” , ^ 

" Wh#t cotAi I i^ean but to my father ^d mother ? 
My mother wants me.” 

“ Oh, I Pam, th^ is a\vful! What am I to do with¬ 
out you ? ” ^ * ~ 

His inj wed expression amused her, but she was greatly 
flattered at the san\e time. “''Oh, you are’ jjearly well; 
you’U be *)n ^onrseifl before long.” , 

“ Yqp, that’s true. The Duchess found me «ut, too. 
Luckily she thinks I have jusf come here frcto the Con¬ 
tinent. ll’ve got to go down to Wakejoorough bdj;he 2 j!rd, 
—but that’s a long way off. Must you go soSooiT? ” '■ 

“ Of course I must. It is d^ilr^f you to care, but mother 
needs me.” ^he trigd to keep the pnde out, of her voice, 
and failed. * ' • , 

“ Wel^| I ho^e you will 4 )atch matters up with Lord# 
Yeoland, for I should hate \o think I’d never see you 
again.” ** • , , ** 

“ Oh, we’ll meet again, no fear, Mr. Peefc. Do you re¬ 
member th£ft time I said*we were bound*to meet again, 
but that we’d no\ like each other i< Isn’t it funny ? ^ I 
never liked any one <fujte asjnpch asT do you.”.* 

‘‘ I’m very fond of you, Pam, * he ritumed, his usually* 
cold voice warm, “ you are a dear hftlg soul.” After a 
minute he added, " Look heic^ySu have queer ideas, aftd 


your ^ycuinstances, are unusual. WjU you promise %ie 
never to do anything ma*d—run away with som^^ fellow, or 
anything of that sort—without telling me &rst ? I 
^^di\,’t‘prevent it, of course, we all dig oV own graves 
m om^own way, but I’d like you to promise. Will ybu 
She held oat hw hand. ” Yf>« I orill ” -«h# anaw<»T»d 






His face stifled and he ^opptf hand^ “You 
araabsur^-” 

<.N^ I’m n^t. Once Madame Ravaglia told me never 
to forget tl^t somewhere in the world tlj^re yas—the man 
I am g(^g—to love. I*(^ppoSe it’s the same with every 
cifae. ^ There must bfe somewhere the jvoman you are going 
to love. ,Why you,’’^she added, with ^ a sudden 

change to whimsicality, “ give her a ^hanct>? " * 
H^burst.out l&ghing. c." How I shall miss you, you 
monkey 1 Come, let’s havoj tea; ,I suppose^pu’U not be 
cajjairg again.’’ f 



IX 

When PAn came in that Ucmug, sne was metiby Pilgrim, 
who, with a tike full^of indignant mystery, foUowed^er up 
to her room, and closed the^oor. * • 

“ Now, Ofope you’ll j?eheve»that this is no place for you. 
Miss Pam! l|ow I ho^ you’ll Ujiderstand thd? a 
a lady, ani a person a person.* Never in my lile ’ave I been 
in aAouse-^' * , . • 

“ Hold your tong<ie, POgrim. Give ifie my slippers, and 
tell me^whjt,the matter is wi^ouWriaring at me hke a 
hyena.” , ’ 

“ I’m not roaring, and I’m not ant’yena., Thfc matter 
is that she^ been drinking.” 4 * 

Pilgrim, kneeling in front or her mi«tress, the slippem 
in her hand, Iwked anything but hiimblfi as she made this 
stateir#nt * • ' 

“ Pooh, is thad all ? Whici^ bne ? Maud ? ” 

Pilgrim set down the simpers anh folded her arms dra¬ 
matically. “Mrs. Kennedy • * 

“ Mrs.—Nonsense, Pilly, you must !iave,been drinking 
yourself. Wflht oa earth do you mean?” 

“I mean that ms. Kennedy is—^’intoxicated. Voi 
may go and see for ydhsself! • • , . * 

“ But, why, it is impossible.” , 

“ You may ^ for yourself.” , • * 

“ I wiU sector myself, if you*w411 be good enough to put 
mmy sh^rsf But,pf coprse, you arp entirely n^taken/' 

” WkiS it is rve begun to pack your things. Mis* Pam,” 
The faithful creature rose, and Pam, with’a hurried pat 
^het hair,* went downstairs, ^ , 

As sh# opened Mrs. Kennedy’s door, her heart sank. The ' 
x)m ce^t^y smelt of spiriis. ” May I come in ? ” sbp 
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askfd .coldly. Ther^ was no lamp, but even in the darb 
^ conlS see^that her hostess was huddled queerly in her 
clfeir. > ‘ 

. “ Is that you ? ” ^ ? 

Stisan Kennedy could hardly artilulate, and as Pam 
ad^oed, some-one rose from a chair hear her. It was 
Miss Botsor^ * 

" Oh, Pamela, she is iDK” • 

“ So I see. Miss Botson. I* am going to ring for a lamp." 
" Don’t ’et Ma’id come in,’^\Vfent on the indistinct voice. 
Pam jhuddered. ? 

" I have given her brandj/,' but it hasn’t done any good.” 
'^Anna Botson wrung her Lands as she spokco 
***KSVideaitly not. Maud, bring a lamp, will you ? ’’ 
The girl retreated, anti when she came back with the 
lighted lamp. Miss Botson took it, and cjggjng the door, 
set it down cn the table. ' 

" Do you think, she looks badly ? ’’ she whisT>ered to 
Pam, who stood, very erect, staring at the dull eyes and 
flushed face opposi.te her. “ There, she’s dropping off to 
sleep again 1 I wanted to go, or send for Dr, Terry, but 
she wouldn’t let n[ie lea-^e the room.” 

“ Hardly necessary to send for a doctor, I should think. 
I -I think I will leuve to-night. I have had a letter from 
my mother, who needs me. You will e kind enough to 

explain to—Mrs. Kennedy, when she is—better-” 

Her disgust and anger almost choked her; she hardly 
knew her own voice. ' 

Miss Botson stared. “ You wouldn’t 'go now, when 
(she^ s il)! I know che’s going to be ill.” 

Pam shrugged her shorlders. " She’s asleep now; and 
please don't lie to me. It really isn’t worth while.” 

The older woman’s face flushed a dull brownish red. 

" I don’t know what jou mean; I am not lying; what 
have I said ? And, why do you look like that ? ” 

Her, persistence exhausted Pam’s small store of patience. 
“ I look like that,” the girl said indignantly, “ because I 
happen ne/er to have seen a drunken woman before.” 

, ' Oh! ” Anna Botson started back as if she had been 
itruck* 

L 



i‘ Aren’t yon ashanftd ? How can ypn say such a thi|g 
f her. She has been* kind to you. Oniy to-iay ^e has' 
een making—^ • 

Pam Iqoked clQsely It the»speaker. • ^ 

“Perhaps," she|S^, at len^, after a pause filled^ 
y the loud snores of sleeping woman, ‘fcperhapssl am 
listaken, and^oiiremy didn’t know. If*thatiis so I beg 
Dur pardon.” * * / * * • 

“ You thought I knew—^wb^ ? Th*at she is—butT she 
n't I She*is ill, I tell you.* Look at heri’ » 

Turning* she jlaintec^to the curiously cj^k face, the^only 
alf-closed eyes, and Pam cau§fit at her hand. * • ^ 

“ Oh, you Jtnow ? You have*been with her long ? ” * 

" I came just^after yoi left. She said she waJh’t << 
it she ha(P some business to* do, with her lawyer. He 
!me,*and I 'wg^esseS a paper fdt her. Then.\w had tea, 

id she kept falling i&leep. I—am afraid- • 

“ It’s ^Rj^y,” announced P|im shartly. “I’ll* send 
aud for^doctor.” , , 

Before the doctor came, however, Mrs. Kejmeiiy had 
used hersolf from her- heavy ^eep, ai^l* slowly, with a 
iff tongue, asl^ed what time it waa , 

“ Seven; fiy® minutes past, dear.’i retuhied Pam, in an 
ony of remorse for her cruel suspicion * 

“ Is Anna there # " •, * 

" Yes, Susie ; yes, my d&rest SuSe." « • 

“ Glai Very ill. Fancy, can hcirdly sp^jak. •Doctdl' 
ming ? ” • * , 

“Yes, dear tousim Susie. *He will give you something 
make you better, returned Pam, |trpking th« great# 
i hand gently. “ He^will conie<sopn an^ cure ydu,” 

“ No. Dying. It’s paral—ysis.” 

Anna Botson burst into tears, and kneeling put her arms^ 
out her friend. * * * , 

Pam qjjild hot speak. “ Don’t c^ ‘Anna,’’ i^nt on 
e sick woman labpriously, “ what time is it ? ’’ • • 

All night |he asked at intervals what the» time was, harp- 
i on the trivial detail with a persistency tl^at almpt ^ 
iddened Pam, who, as well as Jliss Botson, sat up with 



PAM 


a4J 


/'Pa:^ never forgot that night 
‘ It was \<iry warm, and through the open window came 
^ strong scfcnf of lilies { the lamp m the< floor behind the 
-head of the bed cast a distinct lifct pn the gay carpet 
living the rest of the room almostun riarkness. 

Ort the table by the bed, stood w?.ter, two medicine 
bottles, ti'o s|)oons, and the c1o<jk. ("llrs, Kennedy did 
jQot mfive. Flat on he?i'*^ack she lay motionless, the bed¬ 
clothes drawn taut over \er unwieldy bulk^ an ice-bag 
on her head. <* 

“<What*time js it ?” It seemed to the watchers that 
.each time"she asked the'question the woi:ds came with 
more dif&culty. 

“• -^t d^lvn, Pam woke out of a sound sleep on the sofa to 
find Anna .Botson shakitig her gently. 

“ She wants ypu, Pamela, wake up'.” r-' ’ 

The girl*fubbeci her eyes and stumbled to 'ihe bed, sick 
with sleep. , ■ ■ r- 

. “ Pamela—listen—can’t talk much—listen-,—” 


Pap? leaned over, and in the faint daylight saw that the 
right side of the great face on the pillow was fallen and 
stiff. ” Yes, I hear, 'dear Cousin Susie,” she said dis¬ 
tinctly, controlling herself with efiort. “ I hear <^te well. 


Mrs. Kennedy rai^d hei' left hand’^^and took the girl’i,' 
her own, fingering it restlessly’as she spoke. 

“ Pamela—I’m s'orry about the—di—di—vorce. I 

should have, divorced him. Understand?” ^ 

“Yes, I know; I’ll tell"them, ,hut don’t you bother 
alibut • that. Thev never cared, you know. They are 
happy.’" She l^ardly knew what s'he was saying. 

"^rry I djdn’t di—vorce him—sin—marriage—late 
now.” ^ I 

Pam could catch only’a few words, but she nodded again. 

“ Yes„ yes, I understand. I’F teU them”' .. 

“ Premise ? ” * 


“ What shall* I promise ? Oh yes, I do. Of course, I 
promise.’!'' " u 

, The sick woman frowned despairingly. "Pamela—I 
tim dying. Marry now. George <md—her.” 



’“Oh! Yoa want •them to many, now? Oh, I 
es, yes, Cousin Susie. Don't talk any mcfe; !t tffe# 
ju so.’’ ^ * 

" Promise. M^py liow. |Sin—my fault.’’ ^ 

Then the girl im(Jfetood, and taking the sick wom£^ 
and firmly in hirs, made surely the mos> extraondin&y. 
romise made,by t gifl\)f eighteen since thi woiid began. V, 
“ I promise, Cousin Sifeie I promise to malje 

ther and mother maury as so/fi as I g^t back to theift.’’ 

And SuSan Kennedy, fier conscience# contented, fell 
fieep. ( • , ' ^ , 

She died t^jp next evening, vAhout having fuMy recorered 
msciousnesG, but it seemed tc^ Pam that she liked having 
:r sit by the ted, and*the girl never left the i1>om*Untii-» 
annah, tUfe cook, led her aVay, murmuring sofnething 
X)ut its beiMg, no longer any u5e. , » 

Pam slejA without'*moving until ten o^clock*the morning * 
ter, ar^ whin she went down^airsy found Anna Botson, 
pulsive >nd hideous, even in her grief, filling Jhe pink 
om with white and pink roses. “ .She alw^ys»J^Jsed fo^ 
y that pisk was her colour,’’ 3 he said, As the young girl 
:tered quietl)^, “ and it was. xc*i may have thought her 
o fat, but that was*only since shp wa? so ill. She was 
;rfectry beautiful when she was a girl*; much handsonur 
an some fine ladSes I’ve ’eapd.df! ’’ •* 

" You mean my mothSr ? I flidn’^ know you Jhad 
:own Mrs. Kennedy so long.'’ * , . * 

“ Well, 4 have, and whit’s more,’’ sh^ came slowly 
wards the lied anjJ looked at the two women, the dead 
id the living one, neither of whom |ia4 ever sgspe?:ted 
lat she was about t6 say—V I lyiew’ j^ur fatlfer before . 
e did. Did you think she, Susie, thought of having you 
me ? She d^fln’t even know the^p was a*y you. It was 
me. I ’card and I wanted 4o see you. i wanted to 
s you. ixecat^e I love Qeorge Keipiedy. That’s wny. 
id I»wrote the letter. Did you think she cquld have 
itten it J ’’ • 

Pam stared at her. Was it possible thd^ this pgl^ 
)man,»with her great pale mouth and her grot^ue fi^e, t 
d.lov^ her father ?, 



mered Pam. It 
rid had loved him. 
ilk rose and laid 


‘ISjirprlsed, are yon ? WeU, wh&i yon go back afld 
ten him all ^bout* it, tell him that*Anna Eotson did it. 
*HfU rer^ember^e.” ^ • 

‘‘You say you loved hint?” Itanjmered Pam. It 
se^ed to her that all the women in th^c^ld had loved him. 

. Miss* Botson« selected an exquisite piltk rose and laid 
’it tenderly jp thi cold hand on ^he D^. » t 

“No.»I said I / don’t chop aitd change. 

rfe'UteH you about* it. It\fed to asnuse him^ I always 
looked lili a—a« crocodile.” 

Ait^r a moment^ she adaed, “ She was godmotlier to one 
of the curate’s daughters, Md would ’ave left the money 
tb her if I ’adn't had you co^e. Tell Giorge—your 
^tfaef—tteit, please.” »• 

‘‘ Buf, I dpn’t-” ^ ' * , 

Miss Boi^on turned, her’swollen ey^ gla#»y in thd sun¬ 
light. “ Sha’s left you £ 10 , 000 . 'Tell George, please.” 
Then kneeling by,the d^ad woman, she buried^her face 
In her hjuids. She was praying. ^ 



::nA?fTE^j X 
• ,/ 

“ PiLLY, wftuld it be very dreadful if I w^nt H a walk i 
It is four d|ys siAce I’ve been outtnd I’m almost dead^I" 
Pam came into Pilgnm’s roojii under t!^e eaves, a fofloni 
little figure ^ a somewljat scant black skirt and jacket 
that she had ou^own tlA year before and a whit* shL'ti . 

Pilgrim, busy putting a black ribbon in placp of the red 
one OR her mi^tress’s'sailor-hat, looked up. ^ ^ 

“ Oh, Pam—Miss iPam 1 We were sb unjust to her I 
And noMTto gc^out ? The funeral is tp-jnorrow, caif't you 
wait?” ^ ' 

“ No one would see me; I’d go out,the bacl^qoor and 
creep away to the country—there isn’t a book in theliouse, 
and I shall go mad, if 1 have to sit ^tujng at'Cally any longer.” 

” Very well; *it is hajd for you, and 'erteing no relation 
at all tc?you, w^en all’s said and done. |f you wait an hour 
longer it will be sk o’clock ar.d^ no one \sdll see you; it’s 
a dark day. Drop the scissors, you httle ^rute,” she ad^ed 
sharply to the monkey, whdliad seized the oppprtuniey 
making iome experimentif on the end of Tiis tail with 
the usually jefiously guarded instrument. 

Pam sat down for a few minutes, a|d^then taking lier, 
retrimmed hat, went doynstaifs, • 

" Is Miss Botson still here ? ” she’asked^the maid. 

, " Yes, Miss, Miss Botson is in the drawihg-room.” 

Pam had not seen the strange woman alone since shff* 
had been^told ef the legacy. Anna had shown much skfll 
in avoi(iing*her,*and on the occasions when meeting was 
Inevitable, had managed to keep Maud or, the cook in the 
roqp yith them. Pam had not tried to force mw^g 
the otheii avoided, for she did not know at first what it wp' 
that she ^rished to say.^ She^ had p|)ndered a .great dealt 
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however, on the story told her among the roses in t^t 
dedth'-chaml^r, an^'at last had come.to a conclusion. 

• (Finding ifcsS Boston .in the drawing-rpom, then, she 
closed tne door, ^d went swiftly tOj the window in which 
ffi&-gaunt figure, in its uncouth garb 4f woe, was sfanding, 

M;ss itfotsqn,” she began at once, nolijjing out her hand, 
you havq not'wanted me to spe: W tolyo^, but I must. 

I go awny on Monday, u,nd tlus is 3aturday. Jo-morrow 
—there be no time.” ^ , 

“ I thought you were asleep.'* 

“Well, Jm not. No\', listen to me. I lave been 
thinl^mg of iwhat you told i^e the other day. It was you 
who made me come here ; you did it under fal^ pretences, 
making ire quarrel with ray grandfather and the Duchess 
of Wight about it, all because you wan ted 4. to see me. 
You used Mrs. Kennedy at a—a means to that end. J^atu- 
rally, I object to having been fooled, and it wasn’t fair to 
her either.” ^ ^ ✓ 

" I know it wasn’t. But there was no other wCy. And 
then third’s the rnoney—you’d never have ha8 that if I 
’hadn’t* Jon^ it.”‘ * ^ 

“ Yes, the mohey. ,You seem to have had a great 
influence over hec.** 

, Miss Botson’s swollen eyes gleamed. ” I dKl. She 
loved me. ‘ Anna,' she’s said a thousand time^ ‘ you are 
my dearest friend.’ It was '.^e looked after her when 
George went off £md left ’er; It was me nursed her through 
the illness after her first stroke; she was in bed a whole 
year. It was me looked after the money matters, she was 
^ 'elpless as a chijd in such things. And if I did make 
use of her, it only made her happie*'. She liked seeing you 
as much as I dia. And didn’t she enjoy hearing all about 
him every bit as much as me ? ” 

c Pam was silent. Mr?., Kennedy had indeed asked 
tfumberless questions about her husband, uid listened to 
the ans-icers with the interest of a child. ''It cjfihe iiack to 
the girl ‘now how, always silent, her chair drawn into the 
shadow, th” dearest friend had listened too. "... 

“It wM this way. When she came here aboiit a year 
after her misfortune (an aimt left her this hoi^) I came 
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ftK), and took the loggings where I still live. Sh^i waited 
me to live in the 'oule, but I wouldn’t‘'do that; I like my 
Uberty too well. She was a ^eat favourfte, of coufte, 1 
and then every'One knew 'ihe story and wanted to see Vi. 
No one thought of 4 ny misfortune,” she added with sudden 
bitterness. i /1, > ' V 

“Then it dimi’tS^il.her disposition as “^t did mine. ' 
Did I teK you that he laughe*? at me ? And sfte wasn’t 
really unhappy fot very IJng. Sometimes she really 
enjoyed her ti^publes. It always gave hSr pleasure to tell 
about them, and of course every oi(e sympathised wif.i her.” 

Pam bit >ier hpS impatieauy. “ Please don’t ^ op; 

I don’t like to hear aboat it.”' 

“ I’ve abou<- done. I shan’t bother you with my paAl 
I lived oiT and never for one minute forgot the ache of 
thinking abo"t him. SAe didn’t know. Then'! heard that 
he had a thild, and’that she was in England. That was' 
years ^0. ‘ i went down to Monks* Yeoland, thfrd-class, 
and saw-a young girl riding a pony. I thought she was 
you, but she wasn’t. Ever since then I’ve wanted to s€r< 
you again-o-to know you, to tq^h you. So when you came 
back this time, and I heard it, I told her, and—I'm not 
ashaiped—made her “think she wanted to see you. She 
did too, /ince I’d put the idea into h'ir head. That’s kll. 
I’m glad I did itf ’ ' , 

She was so unlovely In' her grim sonow that Paia felt 
a pang of pity for her. *' 

" Well,'! ^sh you had not done it, except that it may 
have given her some pleasure, but I’m sorry for you Miss 
Boston. And you mustn’t mind my n(|t taking tho money.” 

" Not taking the m&ney ? * Not, iakiv -^—” The woman, 
nearly scream^ in her excitement. 

“ No. You had no right to make her leave it to tap, 
away from her god-child, ifou must see ’that I ca,n’t 
touch i* I ” 0 * 

“ listen, Pamela, you mustn’t do that! It’s the only 
thing I’ve- ever been able to do for him,' and you must let 
me do it.” V • , 

“ It *is quite impossible. Don’d you see that—we—' 
couldn ’4 allow ourselves ta be b«efited by'her mondy? 
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but I’m We she would hav® 


She was not so clevei;as you, 
i^(ferstood thst^” 

. ' * She 4 id cit first,” cdhfessed th& power behind that 
h^ble throne. ^ I wanted }i^r to reaver it to him, and 
sh\said nOf that he would not accept V,.. That was years 
lmfore-*-before } ^ew you were born.” I 
” There I fYou see ! ” ^ '■ ' 

‘‘ But ft’s different with ypu. *You never injured Susie.” 
Patn dlew a long iJreath. Y‘ I am sOrry, and—I suppose 
I ought t(T thanh you ^fo^ it—but I will ^ot touch- one 
pennyrof the money.” ^ ‘ ' 

“ You’ll hive to. At lea^, you will have tp dispose of 
it, even if you give it all awaj?,” wa^ the answer in a strange 
TSne'b'i exdltation, “ and, though tms is all the thanks I get, 

I shall liave Jbenefited him^ fhrough the thanks you get 1 
That is all i want.” ' r- ' 

<• She stood ^taring over Pam’s head' her loosE, pale lips 
hanging apart in a 4 i:ileoi}s smile of crookedly ar^ved at, 
but beat^lul, sentiment. • 

(• Pam /:eugbt her hand suddenly. " Oh, I am so sorry, 
so dreadfully sorry.(” she c;ried, “ and I shall tell him, and 
he will be sorry toq,” ' ' * 

Then she rushed from the room,- through, the Ijtchen, 
acioss the little gaPlen and out into the street, It was 
'a dark afternoon, the loV clouds a hletallic grey, the 
air heavy and hat. ‘“I wish"it would rain,” the girl 
thought,'as s^e struck out on the country road, her feet 
sending clouds of yellow dust‘about her. “^jThead feels 
as if it were going to burst. Poor old thing! Poor Miss 
Botson. t And howfrepulsive she is. God should not give 
. such wonlen any ^leart 5^t all.” 

She went on sjowly, now that she • had walked off her 
excitement, her^hat in,her hand, her head thrown back 
to^meet theiittleair there seemed to be. It did not occur 
to her that she should not go to see -Peele., "No^ove would 
know, iQ*the house of mourning in which she did neft really 
belong, and she longed for a talk with him. 

^ It, was l^alf-past six when she reached his hdusej and 
going in without a rin^ knocked at the library doOf. 

C ‘ Tf’o T Pom mo,.7 » 



“ Come in 1 ” * , . • S 

He was lying down, a wet dotji (jn ems 'torehe^. 
“Excuse my*not gftting up, I’ve a brute of aiheadathe.* 
I am glad to s«e you—thdi^ht you had* gone.” * 

“ No. HavenVyou heard ? Mrs. Kennedy 13 <ska. 
The funeral is th-moCTow; I go Monday,’* ^ l' 

“ Dead 1 #Gcrod njuvepe, wha^ killed her ^ 

She saft down, and leamng w^hrily ^ack in her chair, guve, 
him a brief history ^f the .events of the week. * 

“ Bu^you,poor httle thing.Aaw dregful fdt you. I’m 
sosorryj’ » , W • ’ • 

“ It has been pretty bad. • \ was so dreadfully sdby jor , 
her. ‘ At first ”—sh^ hesitated—“ I thought she. had 
been drinking* It makes me so ashamed ! Andihen poor*' 
Miss Bot^n, whoip I can’t* bear—I mean,*I couidn’i—is 
so pathetic.’’-, * , •# 

" The \^oman wifti the teeth ? ” * * 

Cally—my monkey,* you know—^d such 
a fearfui^diing. The cook was sitting in the room one day, 
yesterday, and suddenly Mrs. Kennedy’s haiM •moved'. 
Came righi up in the air. H^^nah scieamed, and Pilgrim 
came rushing, in, and there, if yAu ple^e, was Caliban in 
the (^ffin, curled up nnder her pocfr dead arm. It seemed 
so— disr^pectful." . t * 

“Very. Monkeys are rtc<t (jistinguished for greaf 
deference, are they ? Foot .old P^m !'i • . 

He looked pale, she saw, and frowned with phin as*he ' 
spoke. ‘‘Onp of your very worst headache*, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes. You see* you weren’t here to take care o^ me, 
and I got into mischief. Took a ton(| v*alk this ^101™!%, 
and then after lunclftcm I oVeJ--tired r*yself looking out* 
a lot of old arms in the garret. I’m gging to have some 
of them cleari^d and got into shape ; a •few of them 
very good.” * • ‘ , 

“ Oh» flyer*tjiere on tha table. MayT look ? ’* 

Sh^crossed the room and stood for a few minutes* turning • 
over the quaint old swords and rapiers with cautious hands. 

• “ Thii inlaid one is beautiful, and oh, how sl^ltp! ”• * 

" Ye8, it’s Venetian. Be careful. Isn’t the shettb * 
there?!* . . F • 
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oaipe back to chair, the lon^ slim rapier in her' 
hgna “ I’m tgo^ng' to take fencing lessons some day,” 
(She'^observed c^elessly, mdking a few,neat strokes as she 
' " I ani not bad at it, [^y wrist is.,flexible ^ look 

. atsiiatl” '• '<• 

Gooii! Dori t run me through though. HeHo— 

founder!” ^ ' 

“(Yes, tnere is going to bo a storm, aie /" 

Laying the rapier on the chimney-piece she r^ to the 
window. " The sky is black as pitch—oh ^ „ 

A vi*>id flash of , hght. lii g followed by a loud, clap of 
thjmdar sent her back to her chair. o 

“I’m glad it’s going to rain, but—I hope it.won’t be 
a i;«ry'^b^d‘storm." « 

“ Not afraid, are you ? ” ' 

“ Yes, I aiBf. I can’t help it—oh I ” AnQther zig-zag 
'of angry brilliance cut across the sky, followed by such 
a crash of pnearthly noisftj that the girl gave, a h^je cry 
and hid her, face in her hands. 

( “ Dcnit-beja goose, dear; think how cool it will be for 
you to walk home! ’’ 

“ I—oh, Mr. Feeble-, I—I wish it was over.” 

But it was not. It was, indeed, to be one ofj;hose 
de^cructive storms wnich come only once in sever'l years. 
'No rain fell as yet, and tho darkening lOom was ht at 
close intervals by 4errifying Ijgjitning flashes, and shaken 
by deafening thunder. 

Pam sat, looking, in her agony of fear, veryjponkey-like, 
hudd,led in her chair, her hands gripping its arms. 

The (.-ain must ^me soon, poor child—ah ! ” 

' The flasny hghtTing that interrupted him was almost on 
the instant foUowpd by a crashing noise that actuaUy 
shook the house. ’ j , 

“Struck!’^ 

As he spoke. Pain pushed to him and in p pa^fpeysm of 
terror threw herself into his arms. . ^ 

“ It struck the big beech, dear—we are safe,” he 
fuunaured', stroking her shoulder, and full of pity "for' hen 
“Harkl there’s thei rain." 

Without speaking, |jhe continued to cling ty him, 



trembling from hlad to foot. " P^r Utbe gUjl, -diSir old 
Pam,” he murmuitd soothingly. * * • * 

“ Well, by Gody * • , 

Pam sprang aside at%e sound of’the new voiy,.«n** 
turning saw ChaAley BuAe standing in th» doorwaA 
Mr. Burke!” . • ^ \ ' 

“ I—wb« is’thB^entl«man Ah! Mr. I^eele ! ” ^ * 

The 4 )ig man’s face was purple wit^ fury, his eyes bulging 
and bloodshot. * * 


Peele*ros^. “Yes. i an^ the owfter of* this house. ' 
Perhk^ you may. owe m^kcfne e|cplanation,”»he said 
quietly. . 

“ You»are right. 7 came to Torpington, with her per¬ 
mission, to #ee Miss Yeoland. Her maid tellipg *ihe Sn? 
had gon6 for a wjdk, I followed. I saw her come in here, 
aiAl waited, for her to confe out. Jhen-.-<he storm. I 


thought‘her host&s might give me shelteA Where,” lie 
addfllk when he had with a g^eat. 4 fSort finisl^ed "his story, 
“ whef(^ is her hostess ? ” , • 


Pam had left Peele and stood by ^ler 9wrf chair, Bfer 
hands oa its back. ^ » 

“ Mr. Peele is my host. %fcte isnp hostess here,” she 
said quietly. “ Wte let you in ? ” 

! I should have been ^annouhced, eh ? ” * 

“ Hold your* tongue I ” ' Peelj came a step forward. 

“ You have found your ^lyay into my house; be* kind 
enough to keep a civil tongue in your head so Ibng as you * 
are in if.” ^ • 

“ I shall not be»in it long, Mr. Peele. I sail for Aqstralia 
to-morrow. I came to—to say gocd-bye to—to a gid I 
—honoured—and I*find htfr “hefe. 'Yeu are “young, my 
dear, to have so early shown your bloqd.” Then he went 
on, turning gSgain to Peele, “ Don’t try to fight me, ,or 
m break your back.” ’ ♦ ‘ • 

“ I^cjijmol^ht you any more th'in'I could fight a mad 
bull.® But I can run this into you,” seizing the ropier, " and"* 
if you dq not at once leave my house, by God, I will." 

• Fam held up her hand as he finished. ,'‘Mr. »PeeJp, 
listenMion’t hurt him—I’ll mate him go. And now,* 
Mr. Burke, you listm to. me. [Mr. Peeld is the best 
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frien^ 1* Imve in the vrorld. I love hiA. Oh, not in the 
vrajy you mean* h^it I We him. And h, by chance, I did 
Jove^him ^ thfcway you fhean, and 1^ me,*I should be 
rheee jp the way you mean, too^^And you would hare to 
saw,about it^xactly nothing.^ I am kiy own mistress, 
' am shaft always^ (jo what I like. What I now like is to 
•say good-lwe*;;o you, and ^o add tba( x think lyou a very 
riWulous ^rson, and that‘I shall never willingly speak 
"^another w&rd to you.’^ ^ * 

, Her cool,' clear rvoice, .eanh word enunciated ^th the 
greatestf distiflctnessi seerqp(i)tp fall on. the heated/mental 
atmosphere as* the rain had fallen on the storm»tom world 
a few minutes before. ' | 

"" 'Th^ bolorfr ebbed out of Burke’s face; Peele rested the 
point of tbe rapier on the floor, and a short silencfc fell. 

“ Very we^/. I wjU go. t believe you—that you are 
straight up to this. You know why I cdme; I sll.jl never 
trouble J'ou again. <I<;am, a rough man—a \vil^d)ull, 
perhaps—b 4 t my wife must be diSerent. Good-bye.” 

< Withduba word to<Peele, he turned and left the hoxise. 

Afteria moment) Pam saijlquietly, " I suppose I really 
shouldn’t have com^, should'I ?” 

“ You know as well ac I, that it was as inpocent gs— 
going to church. DaSnn it, it insults you even to say that 
b never had a thought—” he. broke off savkgely. 

‘‘ Oh, I know. jOi course you hadn’t. But, do you 
' thiiik,” hesitating, she took up her hat and pinned it on— 
” You remembeF what Ravaglia told me ? ” " 

” Y s.” Well, do you think''that when he comes, 
will mind.? She soicJ: he’ll want ‘ not only my future, but 


ny past as^weU.’ JW^dl be angry with me for coming ? ” 
“ No,” cried Peele vehemently. “ You tell him about it, 
and he won’t be angry vith you. I should, have known 
better, but heaven knows—'—” 

‘'The rain has stopped; I must goi I’Ur^o ^;tc|8s the 
fields, so*l shan’t meet Mr. Burke.” 

” Yes. Pam, I can’t tell you how sorry I am.”. 

” You nee^’t be. It’s all right. I don’t care abuttom 
' wha,t Chamley Burkejs^d. And, it has been well wchth it 
I’vef loved every minuteU’ve been with you.” 
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• “So have I. Wilte me sometimes, will you ? » 

" Yes. And yow—don’t over work, ^^ember, 'you 
are not strong yet.’J • » ^ ^ 

He took her Jiands in hA| “ God bless you, dear. And. 
when he comes, I sjiall tell hm that I think hira,the haff'.tet 
man in the world.” » ^ t 

Then sheieftMis^l^ardvig the tempest of rjin, and going • 
to an upstairs window h6 stood and watched hef speec^g 
over the fields towards the murky toiXm. • * • 

M * 



PART V 


CHAPTER r 

“ ' De^y l^lovedl we (gathered together in 4e sight 
r ohGoch and in the face of this company, to j5in together 
^his p^n apd this woman.’ ” 

The Reverend Edmund Lee had a very b^aut’ful voice, 
and his Oxford education had modified'the soft slurring of 
his Virginian^Sccent'into something unusually attractive. 

" He wa§ a ta3l, thin man, with a delicate face a^^vuyhich 
a mass of rather long,' ciuldiihly silky hair lay hxe amuntidy 
halo, ' ' 

* Behiild him', through the open window, a soft sea-breeze 
blew in, fluttering bis surplip', and drawing littfe gusts of 
sweetness from thedCwers with which the charining, shabby 
room was filled. * ' ' 

-why they may not be lawfully,] oined fbgether, 

let him now speak, or else,*'' dramatically, " ' hereafter 
for pver hold his peace.’ ” 

There was no'Teason. No other man; no othei; woman; 
no hereditary Lisanity; no hideous disparity of years. 
There^was no impediment. ' 

‘ Guy,' wilt thdu i|have this woma,n to be thy wedded 
Wife?”’ ' * ' ' " 

" I wiU.'' 

Sacheverel .answered distinctly, his brov/n face held 
bravely to the aftejnoon s*vm. His hair had thinned at 
the templeS, his waistcoat was fuller than of oM, bift'h^e; was, 
more that'- one of the onlookers thought, rather splendid 
at that moment. ' « j o 

(“ ‘ FaulineL Mary, wilt thou have this man to bp thy 
wedded husba^pd ? ’ ” - 
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mellow voice, laid a woMertu/ emphasis bn tjie w*ds« 
“ and forsakingr all o’thers, Wp thee only unto him, st^loiig" 
as ye both shdl Ij^^e.” i * 'v 

And‘ the woman \^o had indeed " fyJaken all otheX 
and kept h^ oSly 4 «o him,” fc^ twenty yeafs, pswered, 
her hollojy eyes fiDe(f^witft tear», “ I yill.” , • , 

The beautiful sewice went on, the little con^egation 
listening dosely; an over-ripe jo^e shed its leaves softly 
over a pllished tables a bird,sjng a f|w sudUen nbtes in 
the darkHiesg of the ilex-gr«\fe outside; a * smalT^izard 
flashed pa^ one of the ydndov^s; some one *t the back of 
the room gav^ a muffled sob. * , * * 

“ ‘ Thos^whom God has joined together, let no man put 
asunder.’ ” * . -• 


Guy Sackeverel aifd Pauline Yeoland were rflan and wife. 
As dviplain laid down hi^bo<iic,»Pam capje torward 
quietly, »jd kissed her mother. '' Come, dearest,- you must 
sit down and rest now, and have a glass o( wine,”* sh» said,* 
seating her jn a great chair agai^t whose dark leather back 
her delicate Wonde beauty sfwd oul^ yi strikine relief. 
” are you rcry’tired ?•’ » 

“ m, dear,—I am so much stronger Jiow. Ah, Pilgrifh, 
ray good old Jane '^Pilgrim, kie’new silk gown and a much 
curled front, a vanity to \?hifh encroacldng baldness had 
of late constrained her, kissecl the hand of tbe wPhian she 
had served so faithfully, her ej'es wet and swollen with tears. 

“ Thank G6d, Mj^. Sacl/feverel,” she said, her vpicc 
husky. t » * 

“ Go ’way, Pilly, you»t«arful sldgvose^’ sommarifled Pam ' 
sternly, “ I won’t have you upsetting hey Look, mother 
dear,—the Happy Bridegroom ! ” i • ^ , 

Sacheverel swung across the fotm with the jaunty grajp 
he had ngver Icftt and sat dpwn by his yife. “ Wall, Pam, 
you little'ifiatch-m^ker,—are you satisfied at last^” he 
asked, his eves rather grave, though he smiled. 

'I I %m.* And did you ever see mother look so l(j^y ?^’ • 
" Never,” he returned with conviction, ” Ah, Pau¬ 
line,”-^ 
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^ wlatched their^faces as he took Her mother’s shadowy 
and in his, and they gazed at each other for a moment in 


silince, %nd the young cld-gym^n wal^hed l^^r. 

“•iHer face wore*a curious «pressioh, l\alf-tend^, half- 
«wise<J, wkich puzzled him/ Then njiddenly she smiled 
gaily, as the seN^t, the youthful Aytonio of the old days, 
grown seveAl pounds heavier \vith fcV ydirsi and resplen- 
daot ip a new livery^ appreachecf with a small gl£tf» of wine 
on a lar^e silver salver. * 

“ Ah Silnora,** the pan exclaimed, beaming* with true 
Italial sympathy »it the ^r^ge Utt^ scene, “ wlho would 
have^oughl, six months ag#, that we shoulc^evtir see this 
day ! Dio, qMinio ahbiamo ^egat<\ alia Santissipta.” 

“*t ap *sure that your prayers helped my recovery, An¬ 


tonio,” answered his mistress gently. “ Dort-1 let Mar- 
rietta worl»<too hard, and Mon’t forget, I am to bei god¬ 


mother.” • 


* * 


Mr. Le§ watched'f.urijusly. It was an .extryfdinary 
househoid, and had, from his first knowledge o^n, a week 
'befone^ when S^cheverel had come and asked him to 
perform the manaage ceremony, interested tiim keenly. 
Thoroughly con^gced dha? the man and ^ woman whom 
he had in the presenoe of their daughter ji^t made one, 
h&d committed oite of the worst sins mentioijed^n the 
decalogue, the sight of Item, evidently perfectly happy 
and* quite unash^med, gavq tBe young man a feehng of 
unreality. lie half e'xpecterf to see them all melt away 
mistily, as pe 9 ple do in dreams. ♦ 

IJam, slim and graceful in her yellqw crift gown, was to 
him that most aliuring thing in the world to a young man; 
a lovely* womaobWiios^ diaracteftis a mystery. It would 
have b^n more,comprehensible to him if Pam had shown 
^me shght siguof embyjrassment at this stjange gathering, 
"^he man was wise enough *co realise that being thoroughly 
accustoiaed to aftiy drcumstapce sobs it *of thg greater 
part o^ts awkwardness, but it seemed, toliim sfrange that 
even with himself, in his sacredotal quality, the girl seemed 
quke at*'^ase. He knew that her father and mother had 
Iked for years in ani unhallowed way, and she kney that 
fie knew if, yet, as tlje party wen^into the dining-room for 
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the little wedding-feafit, she chatted t(j him as ea^ly* aS^ii 
her own existence weit not a most eloqu&nt *«tness to that, 
sin. • \ * * • * 

She v«is full of a half-maftmal care fcfr the bride, ioo, ’ 
that had its absurd silie. “ Y^u won’t let her get toc^tireiA^ 
father, will you ? ” insisted. “ Rem^t^c how long' 
she was ill, ainfi h^w triad fully / ” * * , 

“ No danger of my forgetting that, my dear. E^veiy 
time I look at her ’’-^acheverel broke ofi—; she had been 
so ill ever ^ce C^ctober, with the tenable, dftigging*typhoid, 
that even now, in Aprii, he coul^lpot beal to thjhk of tt. 

Mr. Lee tooled first at the ntqjher, then at the daufflter.* 
Mrs. Sacheverel was nAich the more beautfful, and^ ^er 
>hort hair, curliig in baby-like rings all over her he^ made 
her look, iif the shaded light,’ almost younger than her 
daughter, * • • 

Pam had ttopped gfowing, and her slim, vig(?rous young 
fiigure te..i losWits angles. Mr. tee «^rticularly, ^mnired 
the gleamfcjg net-work of glossy chestnut hair whi^h’almost 
covered her head, and the brilliance of which nfladi'her 
small face lofk, at first sight, pj^jf than it really was. 

“ You will bQ lonely, Pam,” renTarke^ ,bcr father sud¬ 
denly, don’t put off y»ur going for too long.” 

“ I shanit be lonely. I never w,as in ihy life I And thi 
wedding isn’t until"the 30 th, so»I cjp have a rest before 
undertaking that." • * 

“ Are you going to be married. Miss Yeoland ? * asked 
Mr. Lee, with a httle pang, for he was only twenty-seven, 
and in spite of me amwur of his clerical garments, peculiafly 
susceptible. • * * 

Pam laughed gaily, ” Nte I! One of my Cousins Is to be, 
and I am going to help with the preparatipns.” 

Then she turned again to her mother, wafchiqg her with , 
the anxiety she had not yet got 5vhr, for the convalescenc* 
iad been p^fufl^ long? Nc^v at last, hijwever, hertoother 
vas welh The girl remembered her arrival at How^ate; 
ler mother’^ weakness and languor, her father’s growing 
mxiet]». She had told the story of^or Mrs. jftnnedy,« 
Jut iti.nfet with an indifference which seemed to Pan^ 
a spite dfiall her philosophy, a little cruel; wBile to the 
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i^ioT^oi Anna Botson related, thrbugh some unanalysed 
‘instinct, toiler faftner alone, he made the astounding reply 
fiiat hg coiiidn’t place the woman ^t all.« 

« I can’t have laughed a^ her, you know,” he insisted -■* 
^■ent^V, wagging his head inf mild anacsement, “ for I can’t 

• even remembec her 1 Ugly ? They were all ugly, my 
dear, in mat dreadful ^town, .except—Susy.'” 

0 Tp-day, sitting ^t her father’s wedding-feast, f’^he thought 
of that other one returned to her mind again and again. 

Her keen imaginatipni pictured poor, pretty "Susie on his 
other side'; she half exjViqted him to turn from’her mother 
.. an(f*smile down tenderly at her, as he must-have done, on 
that other "day,—her young, handsome father, who was 
in lovq. with the little ordinary thing I 
“ Don’t frown that way, Pam, ypu look tob like Cally,”«l 
remarkedt-Sacheverel at this point, and the girl started.' 

" Oh, my lx)or old boy, I forgot to let him out; he is still 
locked.ip my roomii” ,>Rising, she left thf^ iooi)>»iAdth the 
singularly graceful gait she had inherited from htr father. 

• “*Wbo is Cajl3>? ” inquired Mr. I..ee. 

“ Her monkeyv a mos^, unattractive old beast whom she 
has had for ye^ and tenderly loves.” , 

“ I should imagiise that Miss-Yeoland is cojjstant,” 
Vctumed the Virgkiian with a certain air that highly amused 
his host. i' f 

'It was plainly? to be seeji that the good-looking parson 
was failing in love with the mrl. She was going, the father 
told himself, with anticipatory amusement,‘to play the 
dqjice with men. " 

“ Mother detr,” Pam had returned, “ the carriage is 
at the door and Clair,e has brouglA everything down; you 
have not too n),uch time.” 

“ Let me finish my ice, Pam.” , 

^ ' I can’t let you miss^tfie train, can I ? Father, it really 
fs tunoi” ’ , , 1 t, I 

” (^d,” he replied gaily, laughing as he ros«, ” have 
you ^t the old shoe ready ? ” , 

4 *am»ijodded, the monkey close in her arms; Shecwas 
not meny. ' ‘ 

‘ A momfent later, she stood in ,the door, undir thfe little 



paA 337 

“Inarquise,” watching her father as, he and the 'mai4 
arranged her mother’s pillows in the caiiiagl.* * 

Sacheverel offered thte clerjijpian a seat down to the towfi, 
but he Kfused, and after bowng mutely*to every one in 
turn, started on his #ay through the olives. , * » V 

Pilgrim, the cjjok,, Kntonio, and Pam,»werj the only 
ones left. ’ •* ♦* * • 

“ Good-bye, Pam.” * • * • * 

" Good-bye, mothef.” * , 

" Good-J)ye, Jittle girl.” Thd cfld carriage was^ off, 
creaking oyer the gra^«^l. 

" ‘ Buon viftggio, signori 1 Biionissimo viarao I * 
Bang! "Fhe slipper struck the coachman’s m«ad t^ck, 
and fell into th* carriage. J^ddio, Signori,—buonissimo 
viaggiol'”* ^ , 

Thelittle group of servants withdrew slowly ii^o the cool¬ 
ness of the nbuse, leaving Pam and Caliban alone in t^e sun. 

It wfc- ovdr,* then ! She had llepP proraist *0 that 
poor dyii^ woman, and they were married, /fnd now, 
what should she do ? During the lo/Ig <moifths ot * her 
mother’s illness the girl had gr8;»n to khow her father in 
a new way, while constant nursing 6ad t) e certain extent 
drawrwher closer to hei* mother. * ^ , 

Half uttfonsciously, she had hoped that the new com¬ 
panionship would last, but :yt hti 5 not lasted. With evyry 
hour of Pauline’s recovery P^m had,gro\fn less necess^ 
to both her and Sacheverel;, they were kind to the girl, 
but they did ngt need her. ^ • 

And now, even they were gone, and she was alone. • ^ 
“Ebbene! Pam Yeoland,” she ap<^tfophised, herself 
in angry disdain of the fedling tfiaf was hurting her throat, 

" are you going to howl ? You certainly ought to be used 
to being alone, by this time 1 ”, * * • * 

Walking slowjy round the housi, she s^it down on tht 
stone bencb<iear*vhich*she had crouch^ in the garkness 
that evening years'ago, when Christopher Cazalo^ had 
expounded to Pilgrim his plan for taking the child^to 
England. * t 1 

It wash perfect afternoon, as warm as one in 9 northern 

June^althdogh it was not^t the middle of April. 

» ■* 
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^ sea, stretched m bland beaut^r before her, was ifb 
•bluer than tlte'Sky, and tte brilliant colouring of the whole 
_s<fene wns cunningly softened ^y th£. masses of silver-grey 
olivis that covered the slop^' • • 

" Colly dear;,” Pam said, at last absently, “ I trust you 
are fond ojt nature, for it’s all you’re likely to have for 
several days ! Just looL at thi+ sea„"and tell me if in your 
> 4 ildest pipe-dream you ever saw anything lovelier ? And 
it is so w^um, too. I wonder,’.’ she added with .the sudden 
briskness of the unoccifpidd to whom a delightful iospiration 
has ^me, ‘Vwhy P can’t p'for a swfin 1 ” 

A few minutes later, a big bundle under one arm, the 
mqqkey perched on the other shoulder, and regardless of 
the fact that a yellowcr^e.gown is not the best garment' 
in the world in which to rash down a rough, dusty path, 
she was hying through the trees, laughing and taking 
Bonsei^e to the little beast who alone, of all the living 
creaturft&iin the wdrlil, bdonged to her. CaLban, scjhatting 
^at the edge of the water, watched with grave interest whUe 
his Inist'resrf splashed about in the sun-warmed water. It 
was the first swinf of the '“.^ason, and Pam had’been unable 
to find her oil-sMiI- cap? At first she swam carefully, hold¬ 
ing her crown of braids cautiously above the wava, but 
at last she could nb longer resist the joy^of diving from the 
little platform, so that Srtien Cahban had waited im- 
paCiently at the door of the rabin, for what seemed to him, 
judging by his chattering protests, an unnecessarily long 
time, she eiKerged once more clothed, bub with a towel 
around her neck, and her splendid hai., still wet and gleam¬ 
ing, hiCnging nearlv to her feet. ^ 

“ Shame on you; an'old monkey like you, using such 
language 1 ” 

B Sitting down' in the warm sand, with her usual magnifi- 
«mt disregard of clothed, the girl set to lyork to dry her 
hair, aifiusing herself at the same titne with the turnkey. 

It v'as delightfully warm, and the swim had done her 
good; I what she had considered her idiotic blues, had 
< flown ; *8^0 was eighty, and the world lay before he!lt. * 

• “ Calib^ Sacheverel,” she said at length, with much 
^ solemnity, rising and shaking back her fresh-cothbei^hair. 
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‘•never let 5 ^urself ^et into the way vf thinking ^at yos 
are necessary to your mother arjd father fof you arei^t^ 
They can be fond of j^u, int^ way, and they are very gdod 
to you, but they don’t need you, any more than they Heed 
me. Now come aiahg, the shn will set in ^ rflinutfe, ant?,< 
the sky will be |dorififts from the terrace.* | 

Taking the*litue cjeatufc in hA arms, she rare up the 
path, almbst as easily as she ha3 run <down. At iho to{), 
5he turned, and looked back. ^ 

The sui> nad dipped into the se?i, dnd (ie sky .was admass 
Df snowy ^d rosy clduds fleck^i and streaked with, gpld; 
jver the ptu^ling water stre\«hed a track ^ burnished* 
«:ales, and yonder, pale in the glow, the moon wa« rising! 

Pam drew * deep breath pf acute joy, and duming, 
ound hersefi face to face with ^ames Peele. 

“ Vou ! ” he cried^ staring at her in Compile surprise. 

‘ What are* you doing here ? ” 

“ WHh^ar^ you doing here ? This'iV “Villa Arcaape I " 
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“ It is really you, Pam And this is Arcadia*? ” 
“tes.”". 

' “ You to|<| me, do you refcember ?—that I could never 
comg to Arca'dia.” ‘ 

“ And you have found your way in spito'of me! ” 

No, I—was led. I was tal^g a walk,' and some 
fairy led nfchere.^’ ® 

“ In other words, you tried to talce a short cut down 
from til'' top of thd Inli, and strayed in here.’’ *' 

^ “ Yes.''’ I have strayed into—Arcadia.” 

They ‘stood boking at each other, their eyes, as they 
ghbly talked nonsense, fuil of the evening light. 

" Yes,” Peeletivpeated, " I have certainly strayed into 
Arcadia. And you, lAtle Pam of a year ago, are you glad 
to see me?” -]* 

“ I should not be,” she rtibinied, ignonng his outstretched 
hand, “ I ought to ?nub you, pretend to have forgotten 
you, for you forgot me, you never answered my letters; 
but—I am glad, Mr. Peele,” „ ■ 




Taking her hand, he bent and ki:sed it with an easy 
‘grace ihat was a little unexpected in one of his bearing. 
“Forgive ah thab, I'was T)usy and troubled, and 


now, we are in.Arcadja.” 

I “ Yes. .Come, let’s'sit down on that b^nch.” Leading 


the way, she sat down, swinging her now,nearly dry hair 
back wth an imp,atient gesture. " c ' 

“ I*have been swimming and had no cap,” she Aplained 
carel^ly, “ ndW tell me what you are doing in this part 
of‘the ^prld,” r - • • 

He watched her, forgetting the sunset, his* soft hat 
, crumpled m his hands as he clasped them about his knee. 
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• “There is a towh, a place called Athens,”/he*bitean 
slowly, “ niled over* by a worthy prince aajned 'iheMui. 
and peopled vjith v^e pe^naStiesit lius doyn th/re, i 
at the edge of tlje'sea. * ‘ 


footsteps,this way!* And here*is Caliban, too. Cf^ban, 
my ancient friend,* how are you ? *Pam, I c^ liardly 
believe tlAt it is really you I” » < <* ^ 

“Nor'i.” Yhey were botji-^ilent ;br a fdw minutes, 
their thotigljts back in the <0111 days, in the' old tflglisl) 
house and,garden. i 

“ And so tb^s is your home ! This is the place yoil' used 
io tell me libout,” he .went on. ^ * 

“ Yes. There are the olivts, you rememfcer ? It is 
30 strange'»that yotl should happen to com^ to-night. I * 
un alialona;»my father and mojhexii&ve just govA away; 
they weafc^arried this afternoon.” Y* 

“ Ah ! ” It seemed to him quite in Jceeping* with al? 
the rest, tjjat she should be ajjnouncing the marriage of 
ler parents. . , 

" you hav^ always been alone, P;im, when I have known 
;ou; yoy were never a permanent peston in a permanent 
etting. You hadbither just 'jcme, or were just going.” * 
The curious old look of Iragcdy ^me ,to her eyes as he 
poke, but as he finished, she'smiled.' , • 

“ Do yoc. remember calling me a privateej ? ” 

“ Yes.” • 

m 0 

“ That Is what you mean. But am I nqt rather a cheer/ 
ittle pleasure yacht tlfai is under qo orders, and <can land\ 
t any port ? ” 

“ Please don’t be a boat of arly kind^ You are just 
am, if you are not a fairy. Lock, there goes my wortljy 
Hick, s\jin|[in^ his lantern j ” ' • 

It \Mas* an early fire-fly flitting o\ 4 r the gras« The • 
ght in the^sk/ was fading now, and as the roseate glow 
aJed„ the moon gathered gold, and shadows crept #rer *thQ* 
orld. . * , • 

“ We w€l have suppe; there at the end of the terrace,'*' 
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Tha sji^cb came off, winnixig instant attention, and u 
sutce^, ^tampk^ him unmistakably as a man whe 
f fnxj^t demote iiis talents to th^ particular jpranch of thal 
/ particular subject. * * , , 

" f ^ad fQund my ‘ c/om,’ ” he told Pa^, simply. 

“ J'ather to!fd( me that you ha 4 become a ‘South 
African,’ ” hie returned, {“ but I, woulcSfi’t fead about it.” 

Pam 1 How you mu«t havl cai^d 1 ” , 

Theret:,was no coJccombry in his speech, and she knew 
it as well hs he. • a t ' • 

“ I«did (Tare,” she retmi^d, with, the same frankness, 
” and^then*? ” ' 

‘‘Then I Vent out to see—a Aian in Natal, It went 
off VfeU, I*got back in November.” ^ 

‘‘Did *they send you ? ” * ^ « 

‘‘ No. In-I wa^not well,'and the doctors advised a sea- 
voyage, so ISvent there.” * » 

‘‘Tov^t yourself*jidtlj pohtical work! ,Oh, wKat an 
awful pw^pn you are. How I used to have to sco|fhyou 1 ” 

• ‘‘Yes.* Tfie next time I go to South Africa,” he added, 
staring thoughtfully into^ his empty wine-glqfs, ‘‘ I am 
going as an envoy Jrom*my* government, .^d some day, 
—I shall be Colonial Secretary.” . ^ 

•‘‘ Going to poison Mr. Chamberlain ? ” ^ 

‘‘ He will be out, before Ipijg, and I am*only thirty-six.” 
He looked several yeirs ol^er’than his age, she observed. 
He had*growij very gi’ey, ancf the lines about his eyes and 
nouth were.^eep. It seemed to her, too, that when he 
ipoke of his ambition the mask of fold relation that 
ettledrfiown onjiis face, set her as far from him as she 
lad beei>the evMiir^ wlien she first saw him. 

The man who had talked of Arcadia had gone; this 
lan was old, and cold;^ and hard, and she but a child to 
im. * • • 

BrrrJ ” she eJedaimed, with the little shfve^^remem- 
ered so well, “ Erfough of politics! I m glad #f your 
iccesi, but—please come down again to my,levd. My 
jujJtryVies in the Jowlandsj I cannot breathe.your 
lympian^air I ” • 

“Your tencj—this Arcadia—liesL do«» 
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Wear,” he 
the moon. 

In the ile:(rgrove»a nightingafle burst otrt sin^ng.^'d* 
the man and jtlie girl, starting up from their ne^ectecJT 
supper, stood clos<4together, listening to it. . / . f 

“ ‘ Ut ego ig ArclLdia—sum/ ” ; said il^el^ as tne last 
note died a^ay. ‘»Take pie do\#n under the oliges. How 
beautiful their delicate shadow* are, on the coarse ^a«s.’. 
They went down Ae mossy steps and leaving ^e garden 
passed tlje olive-grove. * » • 

' “ And you said Itfould not come—llere ! ” * • 

” Yoif haye told me that b^ore, Mr. Peele.’/ , 

“ Thea admit that you were wrong.” 

" No, for I did not mean this, as you know.^‘ ' ’ ^ 

• “ In afi the world there is but on^ Arcadia,’Pam, and 
thi» is it, and you and I are a?one in it.’,' j 

"i'es. 'You and I and the yellov.^moon, aqd/the little 
dark bt^ with the golden throat; just us four.’i’ 

“ Except Pilgrim, and Antonio, and the cook’! ” ^ 

" CookiOae no cook. Just you and. I. Pam, it is good 
to be together ? ” ' ‘ , 

“Yes.” , 

Theyjiad reached a bench, built rcxtod the most gnatled 
and ancient olive in the gre^vn, and as she answered him, 
the young girl sat down. , ^ 

“ And you forgive me for not having written ?" 

“ Oh yes ; it doesn’t matter now.” j« 

“ No, nothing matters how, at this moment—byt the 
moonUght on your hair. Tell me all about yoursel/-:- 
except that you have grown to be,an tidtA'able Woman.” ' ^ 
“ There is little to tell. I have bc^n with father and 
mother all tl^e time.” ' ^ , 

“ Andrfiow they have married and left you I ” j 
“ Ygs.^ Iff p so strange to think o’f mother as ‘ Mrs. 
Sachtverel,’ after all these years 1 ** • * 

“ You pust be glad.” , ■* 

« ".Oh; m I I didn’t care.” ^ » 

"But must have been glad.” She* shook .Iter* 
head. " . ^ " 


answered? gently, “ or better still, dbs» flnder 
Hark!" *• ’ *• 



“€'o please ^ou 1 ” ’ 

, " Y^. I promised poor Mrs. Kennedy, you know.” 
‘‘..‘‘But you, t^je opposer of matrimoiJy, the apostle of 
freedom 1 liat \/as a strange whirl^ of fortune's wheel, 
little Pan}” ^ *' ' 


f She fiid not answer as he sat down by her, and after a 
pause, h^^.went on, “ Do you rpmembet how we used to 
talk about your ‘ him ’ ? ” ' 

“ YeS." " • , ^ 


, ," Afld how Jwhen he camep you were going to love him 
for eyer and, ever ?" 

" Has he colne ? 


*' No,” she cuswercd, with an obvious sincerity that gave 
nim a pang. *■ 

“ But t'hen he dfibd ccme, you and he will liVo in 
Arcadia —t mean in the Arcadia of the mind and therSeart— 
fot ever ? ”' ■ " 

She shrugged hep shoulders. “How can I*teU, Mr. 
Peele ? So many .things might happen ; he might die, 
or he might not care for me.” ’ 

Pfeele drew a deep bieath, ^md rose, looking at his v/atch, 

' He was irritated yith ^imi,elf for having been weak and 
inconsiderate enough to question her so closely, and yet 
‘ he was almost ar.gry with her for her utter unconsciousness. 

They had fallen in love with each other, but‘only he, 
who h,ad not the slightest intention of adlowing his life to 
be'changed by a centiment, knew what had happened, 
^ 'id when he had' ohee left ner, hb Ivould, he told him¬ 
self, have the decepey to be glad that she had not under¬ 
stood. , ■ ' 

J must be off Pam,” he saad, a little stiffly.^ 

“ Yes, it* is late. You will come to-morrow.” 

' “ No. ‘I oannot come again ; I must be getting tack 
to my wbrb ” 

She lool&d up at him imquiringly. “ But you will comi 
to s«y good-bye, and—I, too, go to England in a fqrtnight. 
Evelyn, my cbuSf'n, is to be married.’’ , 
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• “ No, I shall not«ee you again." His vo^ce wa^ hnrsh, 
and the faint colour faded from her oheeks, as 
“But why^?" slie ask^d piteously, lik| a child, who 
does not underjt&n3 why it is punished., • * 


'‘"Can’t you gi^s why?,’’ he answered, catchjhg hetf • 
wrists and looking hito her eyes. “ Youtli&’t x&f to be . 
stupid!" • • ; , , ^ * 

Suddenly her wMte fice wa# flooded with a fteep rose- 
lour, and she gave j short laugh. Is it that ?j * * • 


V 


colour 

Yesf it b that!” 

“ And I never gugssed.’’ , % . , 

That Vaj all. Catching thef in his arms* he Idsasd her 
mouth once, and then, a moment later, Ibund himsilf* 
walking rapjuily down the hill. 



CHAPTER III,: 

“ Miss Yl‘'|:^nd has arrived, yeur Grace, and shp wishes 
me to ask your Gr{ice'if ihe may bring her—hir—her 
monkey' up v^th her. It scfims that the monkeji hid in 
,ith5 carriage, wd Miss Yeoland discotered it onlj^ a moment 
/go.’u, / 

The Duchess turned from her glass, one ch?ek, blushing 
sweetly with “ Rose de Jeunesse," the other as yellow.as 
Nature, abettod by- Time, had made^ it. " Ypry well, 
Henderson. Ask Miss Yeoland to go into the^ drawing¬ 
room, and^ her I siihii be delighted to see tie Hj^nHey. 
Has Lady'fienrietta gone in yet ? ’’ 

No, yolir Grace, 1 believe not, your Grace.” 

The Major-domo iliarchedaSolemnly downstairi into the 
great hall of the hated, confident that his spleftdid red silk 
legs showed to great advantage against the lig:ht carpet, 
and'past his humble cow/wa, the concierge, to the carriage 
it which Pam still Siit. (, ' -v .. 

” Oh, very well, thank you. No, don’t trouble to take him, 
*he sometimes bites,” the girl returned, when he had given 
his message and^opened the door of her shabbyovehicle. 

The^.httle brute in her arms, her scaiiet cloak with its 
t(^-warm'fur colla^ caught about her with one hand, she 
s/ept intd the hotel, her long white skirts dragging 
disregarded. ^ y 

” This way, .miss, if yoh please; the lift is^ot working 
to-night.” As she followed the servant upstaijrs and along 
the corridof, Pam’s h^art beat loudly against Calibtiijbut 
Chat unsj%ipathetic simian chattered with delight at having 
got his ^(5w|j way, and took no heed. The girl had npt seei^ 
PeJe smc% the night before the last—the night the 
Vedding, ' 
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, All the day befoi» she had waited for him, ^d he*had 
not come, bnt the afternoon's post* brought Belt 
from the Duchess, a^jdng her, without a wc^ of expl^rf- 
tion, to come* add'dine with her the following*evejSig,* 
and'that evening ^as now here, and in a njomei/ they; 
would meet, he ana the. i * ^ 

She shiveied^ligjtly as^the sefvant opened* the door of 
the saloi^ and she passed* in. , , 

Peele stood by t^e fire. “Ah, Mfts Yeolandj/how do 
you do ? » The Duchess add L*dy, Henrietta a^ late, as 
usual.” * * ^ , • • » 

They shoijk hands an^ than»llie Major-doiflo, takiilg o^ ^ 
her cloak, stood waiting, “tive him your*scarf,” sug¬ 
gested Peele, ^quietly adding, as she obeyed wfth a quick 
blush, “ Hello, my apcient ind honourable JCallban, this “ 
is^an unexpected pleasure I"* 

“ He hi 4 in the*cab,” explained the girif angry and • 
surp^sed at her own confusion ; “Jis—he is very lonely.” 

As the. door closed, Peele said quickly, his face ranging, 

“ Pam, hJw is Arcadia ?" , - , , • • 

He did not move a step to\^ard hej as she stood, the 
monkey inlher arms a curiouS*addition Jo the picture she 
made, under a great r^d lamp. " Jlow is Arcadia ? ” 

“ I don’t Icnow. T have not been tfipce since.” • 

" Is tffat true ?<i’ • 

“ True. I have been in 1 pfece vBthoiTt sunlight, without 
a moon, without blue in tfie sky* or slieep on» 4 he sea. ' 
There wa%no bird singing ifl the trees, no f^^vers.” 

He watch^ her with a look of dreamy delight in his 
grave face, and then, at the last words^he frowned,*an«i 
drawing himself up stigly, said, as tJjough continuing a\ 
subject on which he had been speaking—" really delighted * 
to see you again. Ah ! ” * *, 

The Lady Henrietta came hup-ying in, tugging at 
gloves and out of brq^th. “ My dear Pam, I <fr#beg your 
pardoq.*' Agne# was so idiotic to-night, 'everythiE|5 went • 
wroi^. Mv dear child, how pretty you have yqnm I ” 
Kissyg the young girl she looked,at her with ^e lranj( 
admiration which is one of the pleasant prerogatives • 
great b^ty.j . * * 
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VeFy,’’ re^ndOTPeele promptly. • " How old are you, 

^Mis% Paqjf ?" ♦ • « *. . . 

, • “ E^ht^en and* a half.” The young ^I’s heart sunk 
painfi^hy as»th^ Lady Henrietta’s kind^ss rested on'her 
cheek. In .^rcacSa, thoughts of hon<Jujr aij^ of ownership 
had not <iccurred to her, 1)ut now she itahsed Vith a pang 
•that sjie had no right to Feele. To ^dd to her pain, she 
noticed iaat the Lady Henriettji’s face had grown thinner, 
and lost much of ite fcjnhfer characteristic ^podb^ There 
were Worriecf Jines about hej mouth, and her eyes had grown 
t a littte hoIlo}y. Not the lea^ “unpljasant thought Resulting 
fronj these ^observations was that the lines in the, beautiful 
,.face fliat smiled on her so kindly, were drawn by Peele’s 
hand, “ile *13 not, good to "her,” the girl thoifght indig¬ 
nantly, with .an angry flash* of her eyes at the surprised 
* man by the nre. Until that moment,"engrossed with the 
sublime ^Ifishnessvdf* ac first love, the giri hac^ not 
mven a mought to the woman her lover had prprnised to 
marry. Theie had been in her mind, as in her heart, room 
but for that man and for herself. , 

Now, reluctantly, hef rrulid opened, and fook in the 
third person whom her heart could never admit. 

She has a riglft* I h^ve none,” the girl tol^ herself 
svith dreary justice. ” J havje none.” ' 

Her face paled,as sjie watched her hostess’s daughter, 
who was*tlow talking to the man who stood between them. 

” And they say,” the Lady Henrietta was saying to Peele, 
wheij the girl again caught the thread of flie discourse, 
^"that there will he lots of exquisite rugs and things—some 
'china, tod—put‘fip<ht the? sale. Wdmust go, Jim ! One 
can never have top many really good rugs.” 

Peele walked te the balcony and stood loojdng out. ” I 
loathe auctions,” he said«i/hpatiently, “ and I shan’t be 
able to loiter in jfaris anyway.”, • * , e 

” It’^th* great safe, you know, Pam,” his fiancii went on 
with^ little shrug. " Ravaglia’s things.” , 

Raviglia / Is she having a sale ? But why ?*” , • 

“ I'm siAe I don’t know, but she is. The ist, and, 
ihd 3rd of*M^.” 
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• Pam clasped her iands tightly. “But, ^0 t^ ; ^jhe 
is surely not poor, or ill ? ” * ’ j « *, 

« un.,. 3 You .caift kndw her child ! Wiiy a|e yo|i so 

1 1W^' 


Why? 

intetested ? ’’ 

“ But I do knowSi^—I usS to, that is. And I wi^very 
fond of her. Please tell me, Lady Henrietta.’'' 

Peele turned, drawing j*gardenia from one of Ihe vases 
through his buttonhole. “ I bilieve ^t is because she Itasi 
lost her health," hd* said. i‘ I her driving i’; me Bois 
a month-ago, ^d hardly reco^isJd l^fi^ Pqor thing, it 
is a pity, for she is the best a^tfess in the wprld, wi^^hout 
a doubt." ♦ } » 

As he finished speaking, the Duchess came iii, knoclring 
^over a small fable with her tr^, and filling the ipom with 
scent * . 

“ Sorry to be so late, but tfien I always ar^ate. Well, 
you bad little thing "—to Pam—" how are you ? Aren’t 
you ashamedlof leaving me in th* lilrili like that*}" 

Pam sevred. “ Oh, you mean about going to Ireland ? 
she asked, as the ducal kiss ^azed Jfer "ear? ^ I didn’t 
throw you -over," she added, jY^th^the logic which had so 
amused Peele*at Torpington, “for I tidver said I’d go! 

I was sorry, but I (jodldn’t help it.*’ ^ ^ 

“ You-^are a wretch I I was>furiofts! However—you 
have grown ; quite grown, up, 1 (Igclare ! I hope yqu’re * 
still amusin’ ? Jim, will yp« ring, please, these are the 
most unpunctual people." , ' * 

“ They don^t do so badly, mamma, considfirtng that you 
are always late,” suggested lier daughter gently. * ^ 

“ That reminds me of the man who sai^ his brother*in-*^ 
law had been drunk fSr’some 'Mow’s yoilr grand- *■ 

father ? ’’ J • 

Pam laughed. " He is well; ‘ I’m ^ing to Monks’;^ 
Yeoland next ^eek.” ' ’ . 

" Are«ypa indijed! " Well; just tell y(jur%rardfamer that , 
he’s arf abominable old creature, never to writ# to one— 
will you ? ”» 1 

As •they sat down to their rathef cold soup, her G 
rattled bq, “ And mind, whatever you da don’t 
youigfat cousin.” * \ 


Grac9 

marry 
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“'Do. you know Ratty ?” f 

f.The cbifckled. “ I do. " I was at Monks’ 

r^Yedand in i^gust, and 'Ratty and 'I^had ^ tremendous 
/■flirtationf, He toJd me—all he knew,” "she added signi- 
^-ficant.^. » , ■’ . / 

“ Did he jndeed ? ” Pam did not 'smilej, She resented 
jocular iijripertinence. b » 

^ Caliban, who po^essedi the social Virtue of abhorring 
a silenc^'; and who, ^ild as he was, appeared to feel it his 
duty to ainuse kis hostess, here created ^ divejsion by 
stealing her Grace’S'bread, aid retiring with it to a distant 
comdi, whei;4' he tore it to ‘b'/ts weth hungry isodnds, but 
instead of eating it, stuffed it slily into a vase. • 

“ Charming, your monkey, really a dear.fi And fancy 
“my finding out quite by chance that-'>-you lived near here,” 
went on the Duchess, turning again to Pam. “ I' saw 
a package o? books at the library addressed to you, and 
asked the man about iff ,What a small world ic is ! ”< 

“ Verf, Then Peele was not responsible foj^her invi¬ 
tation I • . « u 

“ And then I heard that you were alone, and wjote to you. 
Delighted to see yot^ agthn, riiy dear. And you have grown 
to be very pretty too, hasn’t she, Heony ? ” „ 

Charming, maflima.” 

i, “ Nothing like youthful Veshness, is taere, Henny ? ” 

" Nothing, mamma.” 

Pam hated the Duchess at that moment. 

Peele talked little. He had not meant to se_e F am again, 
but in the hurry of a busy day, he ha,d not learnt of her 
iavifatipn to dinner until an hour before her arrival. 

^ It would haveJ bern infinitely better if he had been able 
to shp quietly away, but the matter had been taken out 
of his hands, an4 though against his will, his heart beat 
Strong with happiness asfhe watched her. The man, at 
thirty-six? was in dove for the Arst time. / , , 

As to t^ie girl hferself, she could not think.' Ft was, 
as sl^ ^vatched the Lady Henrietta’s carejvom face, 
if creoibr to her that rfor forty-eight hours she 'had fdr- 
gojtten the ryery fact of her existence, yet so it had beien. 

And now shft could not think; she was oblig^ to ^talk 
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,and to listen to thoiwords of the others, but she knew*that 
later, when she was*aIone, she would havetacWar Ijie dftze 
of thought ttat wlrfrled Taguely through ^er brain.. “* I 
must decide, whdn 1 am at home, what I»must do*’ tolS. 
herlelf over and (|ver. • . I * 

“ Sir Albert Milfe? told you, didn’t hef Jin^? ” 

Pam started. iSiat Si^ Albeit Miller was th(f greatest 
authority in Englahd oif Soutk African matters, even «h^ 
knew. “ Yes,” returned Peele carelessly. ^ 

“ Ar^t they going to send Sim*—Sir Albert ililler—out 
on a special *comm^ion ? ”aPam asPed. “Isn’t^he the 
man ? ”• , » • ,* * 

Peele’^ face stiffened into a cold frown. 

" I believ% there is some talk about it.” 

“ Of course there is, Pam ? He is so close-mduthed, h^ 
newer will tell us anything,” added Lacfj^ Henmtta flushing. 

“ And he, Aliller, hSs been here, and that is ^y Jim came' 

wen 

« • 

" I was, going to say that ^ey would certainly have 

seilt Dabney ydth him, if-• , 

’‘If Dabyey were.not deadly All the lines in his 
fiande’s^fsice were Suddenly accentuated as she spoke, and 
Para’s heart gav#a great throlj. • 

" And as he is dead,” ^u^ in ^e iTychess, throwing a 
grape to Caliban, who wa^ sitting up on ^ chair like a 
gentlema», “ whom will they send ? ” t • 

“ My dear*Duch^ ! If i should tell, even to you, what 
Sir Albert Miller has said to me, it wqpld be mwe thajj 
a crime, it would be a political faijt! #’ • ♦ 

“ Oh, very well. Be mysterious by all means, my dear 
boy, if it amuses you. As to yoijr famous ^ir Albert, he 
may be very clever, and all that, but his wife likes (jftf, 
which J[ piurt say i don’t understandi do y*u, Pam ? 
Persian tats, dhsty creatures who swfeUow th(|ir awn fur' 
and have Imrrid indigestions—as might be expectid.’i Her 
Gra(;g babbled on, covering her daughter’s nervop ^n*e 
as well«s if her method had been (more digmfie<k and a 
minutes bter they weijt into thd sitting-rilonf for coffee. 


ttft slowly. 


—qjjite ai^njuch as to see me ! ^’ ^ ^ 
An^^ they do send him out,—” Peele 
“ Yes, if they do, what the®, Jim « , 



Pani leaned back in her chair and watched her hostess fee<t 
CaBbaij ^th hiCs erf c coffee-soaked sugar,'with a curious 
,f#elmg that s^ had take* an opiatej the effects of which 
^erl-jusf tegihniEg to wear off. * ' , " 

Thf lady Henrietta, on Peele’s request, was playing’one 
of Binding’^ wbuierful compositions,^ and Peele, opposite 
Pam, sat^ listening with f )lded arms aifd closed eyes. 

)yhen the.Duchess had dropped asleep, Caliban, uncom¬ 
fortable .but polite, on her slippery lap, Peele opened his 
eyes and looked pt Para. * " . , 

He had not meafiit to see, her agajp, but ‘the gods had 
foiled his intention, and hfs gc/e npw was an embrace. 

To his surprise, however, she rose and went to the 
pianoj “ \vTiat is that lovely thing ? ” she asV,ed gently. 

" It is* by a Norwegian ; do yqu like it ? Oh, Jim, 
you are reaUytoo rpde ! I believe you are asleep asavell 
as mamma. 

Peele laughed. “ Fqt I^! I was hstening.” ^ 

The bddy Henrietta laid her beautiful bare arm over 
the young girl’s shoulders, “ Let us go out into the 
balcony, dear,” *sl^p said.^ ” There’s a man who comes 
every night and sjn^ in the street; he’ll be coming soon. 
A good voice, you know, though of course untrained.” 

They sat down in the tiny enclosure, and Pam, who 
,bad followed them, leaned against the stone balustrade. 
“ May I smoke, Henrietta ?" Glorious evening,” he went 
on, taking a flat gold oox from his pocket, and selecting 
a cigarette frpp it; “ look at the moon. A rea'Arcadian 
night! ” ^ 

« Pam did not m^^ve. She was not looking at him. 

‘ “ Arcadia ? ” %:ep«atgd.the elder woman thoughtfully. 

- “ Yes, there must always have been a moon there.” 

“ Except in th^ daytiijie,” laughed Pam, “ and personally 
I think I hke stars better tfian the moon.” “ 

Do ysu ? Dg you know, Pam, I’ve neveS* seen the sun 
I- rise, and pgrhaps foi that very reason, I always have had 
a feelipg^that while it lasts it must be the most beautiful 
m^\he twenty-four hours.” ' ‘ • 

" Have ,jrou re^y never seen the sup riscy Lady 
Henrietta Yfes, it is very beauti^.” 



PAM ass 

Pam gaaed dreanyly at the sea as she spoke, j • 
Peele frowned *asJie watched her. | Shethad^notnoo]!^ 
it him once. " I should like,’’.he said, hi? scruples 
US wijdom suddfenly vanquished by his ronm% ^ sg& 
ler^ he had se|n her the, other eveping, ^ the 
lun rise. I have ndt'done so for years.” » • 

“ Should you ? ^ I 

"Yes. I should like tfl‘see il^rise—in Arcadia.* ^ 

The girl gave a little irritated twist te her bare shofllders.* 
" ShoyM you indeed ?” * • . , * 

" Yes. An9 how ^should }^u, in tJe wisdom o< your 
^eat yosth, advise me to set aBout doing so*? ” • 

r " ReaHy, Mr. Peele, I haven’t the slightest fdea. Havl 
you. Lady H|nrietta ? ” • • ' 

He bit ihis lip. Hp was Hot a vindictive man, but it* 
annoyed him exceedingly to. have heV treat him in this 
way. It^ had been*his duty to himself in tJR first place ,, 
but also bwtlj to his fiancee and to h(V, to plan leaving her, 
but ne regented her taking this aftitude'towards Abi. 

" I fe^^ he said, tossing qjvay the,pnd of his.cigarettei 
' that I am too old both for Arcadia^ and lor—sunrises. 
At my age one dreams of s«li things, and then—wakes 

■^P • • I 

The gjrl started as if he had struck her, and then, her 

juick intellect detecting the pj^erility of his revenge, she^ 
aughed. " I daresay,” She *ansv%red*good-huraour«dly; 

‘ every age has its pleasures/’ As ^he ^’oke, th® piusician 
n the shc^owy street belov^ began to tune Jijs guitar, and 
ds the chinking, twanging accompaniment commenced, 

Pam leaned back m that no one could see her fa^. * She 

# * % 

could bear no more. * . * • * • * ♦ 

“ ‘ Lisa, Lisetta, o sienti a me,’^^ the singer’s voice rose 
through the sweet night air. 

■' ‘ Li*a lisett,’ 

* ^’11 a<)r' dl cuor’! ’ 
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As the slow hoilr^ parsed, the moonlight greepii^ slowly 
acro^'^ the oi|ed brick floof, and moving over the painted 
walls, Pam .’ay in her bed, Iignting- her fight, j 
I n her eighteen and a half years of life no one except 
, poor Mr. Cunningham had ^ver attempted to implant in 
her mind ond seed qf conventional honour or unselfishness. 
She had be^. taught to say certain prayers, but not to 
' pray; her mother had occasionally told her mat it was 
wrong an,<j unladylike 'to lie, but the beauty df ab&tJiact 
truth had never been pointed out to her; sh^^tid been 
iold of a God-who lived in the sky and who was omnipotent; 
of His Son, a man named Christ, who was borr in a cow¬ 
shed and died onra,cross, but of their majesty and mercy, 
nothing. 

That she did not lie was because her nature was not 
‘ignoble; she had the l^^bit pf, telling ttie truth, without 
reasoning, without effqrt, but she had also the habit of 
always, sb fa» as lay in her power, doing whatever she 
wished to do,- and her belief in her own will came" very near 
to bging her rehgion. ./ 

/'And now, that summer night she fought her fight, armed 
. with the insufficient weapon's that were in her poor little 
armoury. There ^as in her heart no blame for Peele. The 
memory of the long wa^ days when he had been ill, and 
had been so happy together, prevented her from seeing 
him with 'all the jleamess that was in her^eyes»for other 
' people.'' It any onb had done wrong it had been she 
her^^ Gvfn then, at Torpington, when she had bathed 
hL forehead with eau de cologne and scolded him for Ms 
caolessness regarding his health—even thetf, he ,had beeni 

tngaged, and ahe had known it! . 

^ / 
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" I ahoiuu ua^o -Kepi away from she tqlc^^hapelf 
with fierce misery.* “ How could to iii/ ho«se ai I 
did ? Oh, I jivas a J^ol, a tool! " ^ 

I| was a wretdied night, and when thfi clock t»uts^ her| 
door struck four, decision was but juslimaA. * 
Lighting a tan^Je she pattered over*the told floor to 
her little ^critain* and ^after Ending a sheet tf square 
note-pafer, and an t)blong envelope, ^e went Ijack to l»ed» 
and sat, huddled in the becj-clothes, the candle ^lOse at her 
elbow, !»;fibbljng rapidly with aT)ltrtit i^ifcil which required 
a good deal of licking to mlk^ it write, uptil th?,clock 
had strilck*another quirter? * » • • 

She folded her letter, addressed the envelops, and^ then, 
blowing out ker light, said alo^ud, “ Now, that’s done! An^ 
it is day.** * . * 

The dayhght w^ coming ^n at the curtailed windows,^ 
and the* dhe that was open showed a square of almost 
an:\)»jr-col^uted sky. • ' * » 

“ Th^H'iin is going to rise,” the girl exclaimed alou(J, 
her small face wan in the light; ” suffris* in* Arcadia 1 ” 
Rising, she thrust her bare fe*t into a^pair of slippers, and 
wrapping hesself in a dressing-gSwn, stole quietly down 
the corridoi*to Pilgrim’s room. ^ 

Thatcxcellent woman was snoring hs her young misti^ 
entered, but a vigorous sjjal^ *wajj:enejJ her. ^ • 

“ Pilly! wake up, Pilly, you ol<i sluggard ! ” 

“ Pam—Miss Pam—oh, (jear me, what is*the blatter ? ” 
"Nothfhg,is the matter, but you and are going to 
Paris this momingfso it’s fime to get up.” • ^ 

“ To Paris! ” •. * • 

Pilgrim sat up ancf blinkecf Wildly in ner endhavour to 
seize the situation. • . 

“ Yes, to Pgris. And then in a|few days we’re going on 
to your beloved Monks’ Yeollnd. Come, hurry. Pukon 
the gafb «f Mbrietjh and .abstinence, a>T|jf your*hair, and ^ 
WC *11 ^SLClc ** ^ ^ 

" Pack U As if I’d trust you to pack your.ovJn ixwts! 

I fetst hy, Miss Pam, that I don’t see why we chn’t ^t 
until lle^ week, as we 'ad intended, ^hat will Mn. 
Saciieverel sav ? ” • 
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'J-Wk JSacheverel will say, ‘ Pam £an, do no wrong.’' 
Srf hurry, tfiert’s a ^dod old crosspatctf! ” 

% T^e yopng ^'rl went slo'wly back t5 h^ omti room, and 
(Sittinj^'^ovfn on the bed gave herself up to thoughts ^he 
was ^lll -Jeep fin her reverie when ,t|t} clock’s string 
three-quart^.3 aroused hjer, and springing .-ip she went to 
the first of the darkenea windows, anti jerking back the 
tcuttains, thrust the, blinds away, it was a splendid 
morning, crystal-clear and fresh. The roses that clambered 
up the side of th^, hcftise' hung sweet and^ dewy in the 
earlyshe leaned 9 tA, chawing a deep breath, one 
- of the rose<-prays struck Ivef chdek, sprinkling her with 
dew „ 

,, Smiling, she broke off a gfeat soft bud and snified at 
it. To-morr6w shciwould be in Paris! ' 

And then s(j.yldenly her eyesTell on a man who was coriiing 
' up the slope towards the house. . It was Peele. 

He walled slowly, dlihoot irresolutely, and his' shoa'Jers 
pooped as if with ^eat fatigue. 

Pam watched. hiVn with -i rush of her old absurdly 
maternal feeling. He looked ill, and- 

She quite forgot that'she, in her dressing-gown, was as 
visible to him as was he to her, and when at length he 
loAked up and called her name, she started bark as if 
she had but just pqrceiyeddiim. 

“ Pam.” 

Tossing the rose down to him as an answer, she withdrew 
from the window, and dressing hurriedly, wen^ down stairs 
and put into the morning. 

,1'She found him sitting on the balustrade near which they 
had supped a few etenir.gS tfefore, hii grey hair, rufiied and 
untidy, ghstening jn the light of the rising sun. 

As she approached, hq rose and came a few,steps toward; 

“Pam!” V . . , 

“Yek?l’ ‘ 

“ litth; wretch—little goose—why did you treat me & 
abominEwly last night H ” ' j ' 

-She paused a few paces away from him, and bi^dfag hii 
with a gesture to come no nearer, koked at him. 
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• “ Oh, Mr. Pf^e» you are ill! Good heavens, W you 
look 1 ” • I • * * * ** 

“ Nonsense 1 I axi ifct 411. This—this ^ly ligfet is Hot 
becoming. Paid, 1 didn’t mean to come.'bu^ 1 ccAldift 
heTpit.” I . • , . i A 

“But—I kjiow* 1 understand; don*t tr^ to explain. 
Listen; no4v that 3 fcu are here, lef s go up to the ‘ J^vedere ’ 
and w^ch the sumise.’** , ^ , 

He put on his hat, and crossing ftie lawn they went in 
silence through the trees to fee Mttl| timplc-lfke building 
at the top of the hiy, and sat down facing the east* 

"It« more beautiful tlxip Ihe sunset,’’*§eele ^d at 
last. . , 

Pam noddled. “Yes, Lady Henrietta was* right*. Mr. 
Peele,” she went oa hurriedly, “ here is a detfbr I ha^% 
written to you. Will you read it ? 

He t(^lt the enffelope and turned it over his hands. * 
ha'*e ,a letter for you Pam; a letter to post 
w&ch Ueit the hotel two hours ago; \ didn’t jfcst it.’’ 

“ Give It to me.” • ’ * 

Crossing to the opposite side^f the pavilion, she turned 
her face away from him, andtead*what ^e had written. 

" My deXr Pam,—I think, judging from the way^ in 
which ^ou treated me last night, tliat you understand 
that there is nothing for us tc^db but say good-bye. J, havfi 
walked up and down for lySurs thinking, but Jhere is no , 
other way. I am engaged and I have no exchse for breaking 
my word. • ^ * ’ 

“ So I shall go ^way to-morrow morning, and we wll 
never meet again. ^Dear, \^e had oifr, one evening m 
Arcadia, many people h*ave less ?hin ttiat. God’bless you. , 

• . " J. P.” 

She read tms through twice* ipiy slowly, and then s^ii% 
that Ijp iiad*dropped her note and sit staring vacantly 
before Mm, shl said with* a short laigh) “ It ^oald have* 
its funny fide if we had, each of us fleeing fromthu other, 
bfeth taken the 10.13 express! ” ♦ * ^ • 

“ 01i,yery lunny, Pam—do you know that you are |he ' 
mcjt^ab^dly illogical,woman in the world ? ’‘ > 
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“W Why. ami?” c 

he pirated up the paper lie had let fall, 
rfd turning it^ over, read -slowly asiottd^ “ ' In two words, 
ha^ nS right tc you, and she has.' Now, just for the 
ake M arfyniefit, what difference does ifhat right of Jers 
nake to yov ? You have always insisted that every one 
las a rigl t to take what tie can get—thSt the vfeaker must 
fo to ^e wall, that concentration'and z. strong wil]^ are the 

greatest powers in the world-” , 

“I know. I always'belfeved it.” , 

” Alid youi own mother did not hesitate to—take another 
womra’s hvnband, yet yoh -huve i.ever seemed to blame 
tier I ” 

" No ; I have never blamed her.” , 

" Then 'hoMif,” he^ went oii, with increasing '’rritation, 
rising and coming to where she stood, “ how in the name of 
goodness cou^d you write me such a let'iter ? ” ■ . 

It is a good let1,er.”' 

" It is‘a fool of a letter. Either you love me^or you 
don’t, and if you, do/which I begin to doubt, what do you 
mean by aU this stuff ? ” ^ 

Her mouth twitched "with irrepressible amusement as 
she reached forwaref an^ took the offending missive from 
hir hand. * , 

“ Sit down then and let,me read it to“you. And don't 
intertupt me, please. ‘ Deal Mr. Peele, I cannot imagine 
how I could have, until last night, utterly forgotten 
Lady Henrietta. I did forget her, however, I suppose 
because I have a way of forgetting other people and their 
^hts when I anj concerned.’ ” The smile left her lips 
as she read on, and her, voice deepened. 

“ ‘ You said, just before you left me in the olive grove 
that you woiild go’ away and never see me a^ain, but when 
found that we loved iarb'other, I forgot that you had 
said that.' Then when the Duchess’s note cauie,,l stupidly 
thoughv that it ttiust have been suggested 'ey yod. tEvec 
then, in Chinking of Lady Henrietta, I was only sorry for 
her. , “ 

“ ‘But when I saw her, then I felt that perhaps fitter al 
I ^ould|hgve ¥o be sorry for myself. And I am sorrj^foi 



myself. I am £l!so*sorry for you, fo^ J kitow thftt TOu\ill 
care, at least at first, t)ut in a, word, 1 no ^bt tq 
y*u and sh* has.* All night I have been tlyUkij^ arid 
thinking, and na^ I have decided tha^ we n\]u^ noT meer 
again. To make*«this easier, I shall goiAvay to-morrowi 
You yoursalf Ml |now that thislis best for all t|ree of us, 
and will uhderstaad. Aid now, at first, ij is eas% t<j 
separati,—that is^ easier. If we |ot floundering in a 
morass oL woe, it wo*uld fte al/fully ba(J for j^u, as vrell 
as awfifily hdrd for us both. , • . * 

“ ‘ Mijid J am not* saidng^tjk^ft I feel exactly cheer^r just 
now, but lout lasse, tout passe. So good-bye, and ,Goa 
bless you. Pam.’ ” * • 

" NoWjthit,” she jidded gaily as she finished,* “ is whaf 
I a most admirable epistle 1 ” *, 

Do yoj^ indeed! And you would actuall 5 ^ave sneaked 
oS with^t saying good-bye to me« And tout passe, does 
it He r^se and walked nervously up and d(^. 

“ ThdiVuth is, my dear c^ld, that^ou are rto more ill 
love with me than you are with—the (^am oi Tartary.” 

“ Am I hot ? But then, y#u have no^means of gauging 
my feelings fbr that potentate—o^, Mr. Peele, don’t look 
at me hke tfiat 1 I can’t bear it! ” • • 

Catclflng his arjn in both hej hands she turned to him„ 
her eyes full of tragedy. *' You lAve fio right to saj»»that 
I don’t care! Isn’t it hard afcough to be&r without that ? ” 
“ Is it 'jard to bear. Pant ? ” he asked s^d^lenly gentle. 
“ Dear, I wander whether, we are going to be able to 
bear it ? ” * , • * \ 

“ Yes, oh yes. Li#t^ 1 adnyt^ th^t it would almost 
ruin you to—break your engagement ?’’ 

" In a way it would.” *, 

“ And admit that you love yo^ career even more t^ani 
you do me ? ”• , •* • 

He ^ ^ent» “ I love thy career vvy dearly -—*■" 
“Hush! don’t weaken. It—your career—wilT'sev,pr get 
ol(J and yrinkled; it will never be, ill; it wilPneijer coqc 
traditt pnd tonnent you, and I should do all thp» thingp. 
All this, say no thing of hurting her so terftbly.” 

“ Cut why should you min d burtipg her ? As I said 
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a ,tove never blam^ your mother for 

^omg \('hat slfe did—and^what^ slj^ ^d was much more 
than wha4^ou* might do.” ■ , > 

^ Th& a lon^ pause, while the girl’s eyes, sombre 
with though^, We?e turned to Ihe sparklmg sea. 

At last^sne said, withta little frowu^ of coiicentration, 
an(j^ speaking very slowly, “ I'll lell ycjii the honest truth. 
Vou ai-e perfectly right in saying that I am illogical; if 
any one hkd put Jhe c^se tpefore me a week ago, I should 
have s''id without hesitating that I'd let you break your 
engagement. ‘■I'd have sdd fhat^'long as we^wanted 
‘ feach other, we ought to have each other. It 'ivould have 
seemed to'me perfectly natural. But now, somehow— 
perhaps becapse I know Lady Henrietta and because I 
know that she loves' you as ipuch as l do—I simply can't 
. do it” I" ’ 1 ' 

“ You have taken i{ ,^1 in your own hands, T observe! 
You leaYe>-nothing for me out passive obedience.” 

' “ You have taken your own steps! Here is letter I 
Surely you hkve no right to s^old me because we agree so 
perfectly!” p « 

Throwing back nis head with a little characteristic shake, 
he .held out his hand to ner. ' ' 

“ You are right. I am -a fool. But—I love you, and 
men^ire less patient tha;. Wbpien. Tell me once more that 
you love^me, and i will go.” , 

The colour laded from her face, but she gave him her 
hand. “ I do love you—oh, I / ” 

, ” Yop said I could never come to Arcadia, but—I broke 
tny way through hedge, ^d the thorns have hurt me.” 
She stood motiomess, her face ludden against his breast. 
" Pam, you are a vefy good woman ; I am not a very 
.good man, bht I love yim hftter for this.” 

She withdrew herself gently from his arro^, and leaving 
' the pavilion, walked[,to the neaiest tree, apd picked a little 
purple f^Wer that grew at its roots. 

" There,'' she said wi^ a wan smile as she came ^ack, and 
^ve hfai the flower; “ here is the Grand Order of the 
Ktiights (ipmMander of Arcadia. Please *keep dt. And 
now—I will go down by the path. ' Good-bye.” 



*' Pam, we hav^ iJ>een very honourable, very re^ifable. 
Cannot we ha^, out of all the days to come, just thi* one 
day?” 'v , . ♦ » * « • 


“ How d<5 you mean ?" •***/* 

•” 1 mean, let rjlfe stay with you until this evening/ Thet / 
I will go, and no^?er come’back. But* i d^T think the 
gods could begrudge us just the:>one day togeth^ ! " 

” It will be harder then,” she protested fainfly. 

“ N5, no; it will be easier, and we can have it to remei&bA'. 
Dear ! ,We both know that 4t c§n’t l|st; we-’are sternly 
practical as’well as rigidly IjonouraWe people 1 'Ve know 
that iUwiyld ruin my parear^well as hurt eur consciences. 
Pam, let us have one day ! ” ' • * 

She liurst into a soft tremulous laugh. » , * 

” Ye^ we will h^ve one day! Come, lefs forget eveiy- 
tfeing outside of Arcadia, and be* happy—oh, let’s be 
happy! * J 

Haratin hand they went dowy Jhe hill. 


/ 



CHAPTER V 


As Pam knocked, Pilgrim opened her door and appeared, 
an austere vision in '^ black ^petticoat and st6ne-cdIoured 
stays. .* “ Tve ^ot the big bpx; packed, and will do the 
'Other one after breakfast,” she began, with an aspect of 
chastfened dicapproval. “ I suppose you’ll wear your grey 
travelling-gown?” ’ 

“ There's no hurry^ Pilgrim ” returned the girl cooHy, 
^ we aren’t gc !ng until to-morrow! ” •>' 

“Until to-morrow!^ Jo-mmowl” Pilgrim almost 
screimed, jp, her indignant surprise. “ If we aren’t goiig 
dptil to-mo,Tow I must say that I think it was ciael to 
get a woman of’my age up at such an hour to-day.” 

“ I haven’t the rembtest idea how old you are, PJly dear, 
but I am sorry. Howevey, I thought that we'were going 
to-day, and have changed my mind.* Now just put on 
your dress, will you, and go and wake such slaves as are 
nPoesspry for the preparation (j'f a delicious little brekky 
(or two 1” ' 

“ For two ? Breakfast for two ?” 

“ Yes. Mr. Ptele has come to spend the da)'^ with me. 
I hope the peaches aren’t aU gone ? And we’U have boiled 
ig^ and %. nice r?,s!uer. TelHhe cook that I want the 
;o£fee Hack] will you ? And' good' cream. Now don’t 
vaste time scolding, ^iwe art starved as it is.” 

“ I must say, Miss Pam, 1 ^don’t think- 

'ifutrPam put her frauds ovfcr her ears and ran downstairs 
v(iistling joudly. ", Pilly,” she announced a moment later 
0 her guest, t*' is meditating poisoning you. She is simply 
jursting With disapproval.” ‘ , 

, “ Poor Pfily 1 ” t 

“ Yes; she'’believes herself to have been sent into the 
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world for the expr^ purpose of looldiig after me^* She 
|nds me terribly^trying at times! ” ^ • • * • 

“lam sure of it l^ou usu^y ^t up ^ the uago^ 
hour of 5 A.M.Jmayi ask ? ” , • • 

" Not I. I ampte Dr. Johnson, a late riser, sir.^.This 
morning, as it hap^ned, I'had a w’s»i*T^^me, Mr. 
Peek, if I l»ad*not^hanced to sdh you from tne|Wi8dow, 
what would you haye doilte ? ” 

Peek Shrugged his shoulder^ “Sat on tBe doorstip' 
for a few^ours until 1 coidd itng,,I daresay. *1 had no 
intention of seling you ; I—I Jhought f didn’ta/aw/^o see 
you. I ine|nt to merelf^ lo®!^ at the house *nd then go 
back to town. But, nevertheless, I should tiave been* 
sitting on the. doorstep if you hadn’t looked eut o^ the 
window.”. * . . • 

“You frightened me, you .looked so ill. I am afraid 
you are faij^t witl?*hunger, too ! ” '* > 

“ WeU\o tell the truth, I am rafi^pr hungry ! I ate no 
dinafr last night for obvious reasons.’* V , 

Less ttfah an hour later they sat in the dining-room,* 
enjoying the very good breakfast which ’the*unfortunate 
Pilgrim hafl ordered for then*,* * * 


There were toses in a glass bowl pn round table, the 
sun shone iif at th« windows and'rejted on the homehy^ 
beauty dt the prett^^ china and silver, and over the partakers 
of the breakfast hung thw ch^ifm^tha# lies in a Ute-^-Ute * 
meal for a man and a woman.Vho lc»ve ejich other. 

“ Two ^pmps of sugar! ’* laughed Pam.* '' Ofi, what 
a sweet-tootk! ” ^ ' 

“ I don’t take sugar with my peaches, though, and*you 
do.” , ^ ^ • , ’ * 

“ If you don’t want a//*the butter.‘I’dlike some !*” 


“ I beg your pardon. What a’ charming person your 
servant is. has a smile lik% Rojina Filippi's! ” ^ 

" Who is Rssina Fjhppi ? ” * . . • 

“ A^rjf clevtr London afctress, with the most de^ghtful 
imile and laugh in the world.” * 

« Antonio would be much plea^d. Yes, he is teaUv 
■athA- ^ dear. His beam is one of pure joy over mjihavii^ 
;ompan 3 f,’* she went on, rising and openioK tjle door to 
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aiunit Caliban, who came shuffling^^Iong after her, “ a^^ 
the kiiowledge*th^t Pilgrim bitterly ^lisipproves naturally 
iends'an edg^ to Im pleasure (” f 

st^ Eow d’ye do, Caliban ? ‘ ' 

“Ahis is his pwn particular ch'u^,” <Pam explained, 
putting little beast in an old hi^h-chair to which was 
fastenei? a tray, and pilshing him to 'he table. “ It used 
tp be mine.” 

“ Did it'really ?'’ You' mean th§it you used to sit in it 
when ydu were, a baby ?t’’ ' > ^ 

“ Yes. The vahiish is all scratched offbhe tray where 
I ni.ed to .pound it with mj;; upoon.” j , 

Peele laid his hand on the tray. “ I wish I Ijad known 
you wheil'you were a baby, Pam.” 

" Do you,? I was a funny browp thing wit^ huge eyes 
and red hair.” ‘ » , 

“RedP’i^ ' ' , 

“ Yes. It was reajly almost red until I was fthr or five.” 
“ Wheti you wete—sa^,two—isn’t that the tray-pound- 
• ing pericd ?—I w^? a growji man ! ” ^ 

Pam watched him for a second in sober silence. " Let us, 
to-day,” she began suddenly, “ tell each othe'f about our¬ 
selves—I mean, s& that we can think abdut each other. 
Tell me about when you were a little boy.' I remember 
the picture you showed^ me, taken vhen you were six, 
and. how we shouted over your funny clothes and your 
roller-curl! Bub I mean, leVs tell each other about what 
we did when'we were children, and so on.” 

" I didn’t do anything,” he began helplfcsly. “ I had 

a pOny I used to ride and an old tortoise in the garden-” 

“ ^^at waSdthe pony’s pame I ” 

“ Brown Bob.”' ' 

“ 'Well, go on.* Did you have a governess ? Whom did 
you play with ? ” she Surged impatiently. 

I ha,d a million governesses, one.after the other. They 
all hated me—I w^^n’t a pled^nt child.’* «' 

" Bu,t ^ou had no mother 1 Pigs, what did they expect ? 
And with \?hom did you play ? ” > t 

' Califian, at this point, very much bore^, reached over 
Suddenlyliand plunging his hand into Peele’s climbed 
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‘but of his chair flew to Pam, chattering distnlbt^y 
for sympathy, V, 1 . 1* * » * * . *• 

“ It isn’t Jjumt*. a Bit, 3^00 •fraud,” she said sten^, 
BTfljnmin g the littk member in questk)!). *“ Ilidk^t—itS, 
nice and swelt. >Mr. Peele* takes tw} lijmjjs jOf sugar I 
Another cup, Antopio. I have |n idea,* she added, as the 
servantwitndrew,'*! thinJ; I’ll give you Cally as aloii^enir,” 
“ I’drfather havd Pilly.” « ^ , , • » 

"She wouldn’t^0‘With,yoi^; she disapproTjes of you, 
barrel stock, root and branch?” , » 

They finished their breakfast gaily, confparin^ notes 
about eacA other’s chfldho'bi, laughing at‘the monkey’s 
pranks, and studiously ignoring any reference to the future. 

Then they rose from the table, and without any discjussion 
of the sut)ject went down into the ohve grove. • * 

It was dehgh.t^y cool there, as ynt, antj the glimp^ 
of theSbftght sea, with its hot glitter, were charming 
though m» trees, , ' » , ^ • 

" W|jat au-e you making ? ” Peele asked lam/ from th« 
grass on which he had thrown himself at,he{ feSt. ' 

" A gailand—a wreath,” sh# answered, her small brown 
fingers busily twisting ancf tuAinjj Vie leaves she had 
gathered 00 her way across thejterrace. “ The peasants 
here make them. * Shall I crqwn y«u ? ” » / 


“ I am too old^ Pam. ^Green leaves don’t suit grey hait^” 
he said, a little sadly, •' , , ** 

She laughed. “ You o^S ? ” , • • 

“ Ye^ I^ight have been your father.”^* . 

“ Do you remomber,” she asked, her hands quiet for a 
moment among the glossy leaves, " my inventing>a motjier 
for you ? ” * • • • . ^ * t 

" Yes. I have been lonely ever since.” 1 

" And do,you remember making rae ’pronjise not to ‘ run 
away with ^me fellow or db^ything like that ’ 'B^thrpt 
first/elling you ? ”• , * 

'*! rraember it all, Pam. Every bit of it. I ^oAght I had 
^forgotten, but I see I had not. Your little blu*sl^, your 
sailor Vat, your duck shirts with the turquoi^ buttonsT—” 
“ yOUr yellow slippers! And the te^-pot wit^ thtJ 
Wg nick in It! And the quince jam ! ” 
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He'^ sodded. “ Do you remember’tow^you used to rub 
nj^ head vrith ‘eaut de Cologne when I had those beastly 
j h^dadhes ? • ' > '■ ,i 

^ tl \^onder—’’ She broke rfi short, frowping 

thoughtfully. ^ t ’ 

“ Go on.b ViTfat do you wonder ? < 

" Whe(' her—it didn’t all begin, thgn,"' 

^ Pe knew.what she me?nt, arid palased for ajnoment 
before answeririg. " ^ ' 

" I harfily think so; ycfu were a child." 

“ I know,’and yet—it isrft as if I*were a beauty—you 
couldn't very well have-A:ardd fdl' me at onct, tne other 
evening, unless we had known each other before.” 

" Perhaps not. Pam, do you wish I had noi come ? ’’ 
She raised her eyes and looked full into his. "’No,” she 
said slowly. . ,/ • 

“ If I hadri’t, you would have been happier.'* ^ ’ 

" I’m glfid you came* ’ A;-e you sorry ?" o ” p, 

" I thiriff that I am. Yes, I wish I had not com_" ” 

' “ That fs, pf epurse, individual. I am glad. Now my 
garland is done. Come and jet me try it on." 

Antonio, who unj{ierstoPd a great deal of English although 
he could not speak it at'all, was disappointed :n Peele, as 
he. served luncheon a iew hours later. 

“ Love,” he observed to the inimical Pilgrim, whose 
unnecessary presence in the,kitchen was perhaps not 
whoUy accidental ,'' is queer tii^, isn’t it ? ” 

Pilgrim sniffed indignantly. ^ 

“ There is the signore—the signore of the signorina 1—he 
isnot'so pld, in spit^ of his hair, and he adores the signorina, 
yet what dp they talk of ? tPcditics I' iVnd every one knows 
, how corrupt English ^htics are, and how dull! I suppose 
the signore is senator, Miss Pillagrim ? ” 

“ We don’t 'ave senators in “England,” snapped that ex- 
excetfent ci!eature,'-with the nat^iral disdain of a Biptish 
female for a mere Italian. “ And why shouldn’t they 
talk po^tifli ? Thank God, they do/" she added in an 
undertone. * ^ o'" 

Whereilpoq Antonio, who had heard her lastr wopd*^ and 
who' was in his way a humourist, winkad at the cook. 



CHAPTER VI 

(- 

9 * , 

“ Will yea go with me to tfie Villa below, to look for some 
things that I have to^nd to Paris ? ” ' ' 

“ Is ther4 any place ^frhitRe: f will not go w^th yoii ? ” 
returned. Peele gravely.« , 

It was four o’clock, ^d the two stood by the window 
in the cool drawingtroom, looking out into the sunny 
garden. 

Ever s;mc€ lunelfhon they had been in the hBuse, for the 
day had giO\yn to be very warm.^aad Pam had, was her 
custom, arranged in the myriad Vases the flowf^’brought 
in to hei*from the little ^eer house in.the kitchA-garden? 

They had opened the piano, t()o, on which Pam knew not 
one note froip another, and Peek* had played for her all 
he could repall of a,"piece” c^ed "The Waterfall," 
taught ,him years ago by one of his governesses. 

" She had red ahiny hands,” he said, " with a wart on 
her left third finger. Her'haqe wds Mnce, and her fcther 
had been a dean. How I hated hir! ”" , 

" You must have been a horrid little boyj 
" I had nd mother,” he retorted gravely, using her own 
words. It had been a charming aft^oon altog^e". 
They had asked each jother >all ^orls oJ questions, the 
answers to which, Pam said with a little laugh, would make 
a part of the gfeat memory. 

She learned that he hated^ ppdtry, and that when he j 
read for Ijis pleasure, it was chiefly hisiorical biography. 
He cafed nothing for science, or for classical muac; he 
loved pictures, however. His favouri^ picture''’yas^ Luke 
Fll(^’ The Doctor, which she had- never seen; and whi<;h 
he aese^Mts) her at length. . , 

‘jThe man’s said, "is wonderfil; such a 



270 PAM 

„*c . • ' 7 

mixttire ot pitjjj tenaemess, and reagna^on to the limitaf' 

tjSns of *hit ^wn po^wers; you ipu^tcgo and see it some- 
> &ne.’^ * ' 

^ “ AJ),‘jfes, I stall go." 

H6 ha^ not(kis^d her, he«had hardly* touched her hand, 
but they Sad, ih' the c9ncentration df th jir minds, been 
wondSr^y close to each other, ‘ 
c“ Do you recite now ?" he asked once. 

“ How, do ydu know I ever recited ? ” 

" The Duchesa tyld me. 

" Ah yes,* I recite somettnes, but I don’t care for it as 
, much as Bm^d to. When S tvas very little I used to know 
a lot of Italian poems by heart, but I am too old for them 
now! An^ English poetry is not musical—except Keats, 
'who is ncft dramatic—and Hferrick.” 

" Recite something to me now, Pam, one,of your favourite 
things." And when she began, stan^g v.itk lightly 
clasped fingers be^rs hipr, he knew that she nad rnade 
this choice because it held no emotions. 

(j u ' 

f •» 1 . 

“ I sing 6f Biooks, of Blossoms, Birds and Bowers : 

Of April, Mayt of J\’ne'\ird July flowers. " 

I sing of Ma'y-p:ileSj Hock-carts, Wassails, Wakes, 

Of Bridegrooms, BMs, and of their Bridall-caxes." 

r 

, " Aren’t the words all lovely ? ” she broke off; " it is the 

liquM I’s that make Itafian 'tq, musical too. Listen! 

“ I sin^ of Dewes, of Raines, and piece by piece 
Of Bafine, of Oyle, of Spice and Amber-grerJbe. 

I sing of Times trans-shifting ; and fWrite 
How ROjSeff first came red, and Lillies white. 

I write of Giuvesi'ot Twilight^ and I sing. 

The CourCof Mab; and of the Fairie-King. 

I write of'Hell, Ir sing (and ever shall) it 
,, Of Heaven, and hope id have it after all 1 ” 

t ' . 

“ Thii Court of Bifeb and of ^e Fairie King! YSu ari 
almost suiall enougi to be Queen Mab, but you are to< 
bcpwn ' *■ V 

Qu^ A^ab was no bigger than’my thucnb I - Bo yo 
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C' ” 1 do. And i^enjry the ^ter because yiough ho wrote* 
oi Hell, he hoped for ^oaven after all.’* • * *, 

There was 4 sh^ j^uae, *and thensudden^ she cfianged, 
the,subject by a!^mg him to go to life filia*Tapcourt 
with her. * C * , I > » , • 

" I had a n'Ste |rom Madamf^ de Vldcourf ^terday 
aski n g me fo look '2ip one,or two things that shfffc?got,^' 
she continued a few^’mom’ents la^er, as^thej^went dovm the, 
path, the sun shining-on Ijer hair and making jt almost 
copper-ftoKmrfyl. * , j 

“ The fanner’s wife airs the' villa, and so dn, and I’ve 
had her ojwn the blincfs.” ’ 3 he* swung the’ k^ty on^ one, 
finger as^she spoke. , 

“ Friends of yours, I suppose ? ” . ’ 

" Obviously! They used to live her,e every whiter, and* 
we knew them ’}»p' well, bftt for the Jast ♦jvo or three 
years th^ have not stayed long, and now—” They 
had-turned to the right and cqmfc'into a domain muoh 
more pr^j^tentious than the one above, Pccle not^cfed; the 
well-gravelled paths were broad, and”the flpwer-beds m 
front of the house laid out with some skill. 

“ I feel hJ^ Marat or Dahton,’ or some one of those 
creatures, making a >visite domi(^iatre,” exclaimed the 
girl, fitting the key into the loc,k, and opening the door. 

“ Bm I how mufety it smells,! I must give Margarita, 
a wigging. I don’t believe,the wndows have been«dpen 
for weeks.” * . " , 

She opfen^ a door to the right of the hHck and white 
marble entrance-hall, and he followed her into wha^, to 
his surprise, he perceived to be a furnished drawing-roon'. 

The sun, streaming ia, fell On’ yxillc^ s'htin chairs and 
sofas, on inlaid tables, handsome nigs^ and a hundred 
graceful knic^nacks which gave it a cu/iously inhabited 

air- ^ * 

“ T^ looks as though ^he mistress of“the house would 
come^ddwn in*a moment and ask us|what the ddbce we ’ 
are doing here! ” he e»claimed. “ N^t in the'ieast like . 
afi empty house.” * * - f 

" because she left so suddenly, p9or dciu'; a^d 
shy, had no heart to pack. Ah wo, she’ll never come back,” 
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r^tonied the gjrl with a sigjh, 8ittii^ ,4own at a smaM 
onnolu stctiia^rt and^opening it^ , r 
*Why is She a poor dear ? And y^hy wpn’t she come 
back«? *Pe^e 'leaned against the ^^11, and folding his 
arms* watched h^rf as with an obvious i eractance she opened 
the lil^tle drawers'Jone by one. 

“ BecS ruse her husband has ^ run a\/ay <ro'm her, and 
because sha is very unhgppy,” 

“ By Jove 1 * What is their name, did you say ? ” 

“ De Vaucourt. i.Oh dear, I haie to look^.thrtugh these 
pape,^, but'she wants his letters.” < 

“ Vauc6*urt! I say, Pamt had sfee been married before ? ” 
i‘ Yes, tl^e first husband was a M. de Boissy, I think.” 
Peele frowned. “ Well, upon my word 1 Delphine de 
Boissy a ‘frieiid of yours ! ” 

The girl (umed, the letterfi in her ha^j/J, ‘‘ Why not ? ” 
ihe asked curiously. / 

• “ Whyt^because shC-^id your mother know Ker ? 

- “ Of (xvurse. Father and M. de Vaucourt wn'e ^reat 
friends.”^ t . '■ 

Peele said nothing for a moment, while he struggled with 
his impulse to cirrse the selfish carelessness, of Sacheverel 
and Pauline. ! 

' “So the fellow married her,” he said presently, .as Pam 
closed the secretaire, and kd tl^e way upstairs, the packet 
of liters in her hand., . , 

“ Yes-. And then about ttyo months ago he left her. 
Father said hs.hehaved like a brute. She wrote and wrote, 
but Jie didn’t answer her letters, and at last she went after 
^Jm and found—i-” 

“ Yes,.and fbtind ?^ ^ ' 

“ Found him living very comfortably in the Avenue 
Kkber with a young person whose—cheeks didn’t bag.” 
IBag?" *, ’ 

“ Yes. ' Poor Madame de yaucowt’s do bag horribly 
of late'*; the skin seems to have got loose in a m6st unat- 
tractit'e'way. Shel^is pretty old, you know, and it seems 
U be only in books that people enjoy growing old together, 
like John ,An(ierson and his wife, or Darby Joan. 
I am sure,'' she went on, opening; the blinds of the ipom 



into which she Jia< led way, and loqjdng at Mm ^th 
great solemnity, AndersmTsch^klwere bam, 

and that Jo^ wf^ a •nuff-coMurea front* and wt, 
did John Andei^ and Darby care ?»l^ot a ^m,f^e old^ 
dears, but th#n, Ihly lived ia Arcadia I” • • • 

“ What an fcbominable cynic «you alb! really 

mean that you ttonk r^ people never love ea^ other 
all they- lives ?”• * , •/* 

“ Oh yes, sometimes, patter and mother will.” Her 
voice waf vejy gentle, as she knelt by« Venetian wedding- 
chest andkopened it* * ^ 

" And ^u explain tlieir ?ale*by the fact tha^ they were* 
not married until the other day! That’s like your absurd 
ioui lasse, t^xU passe,” he went on with a sudden irritatiop 
that surprised himself. He‘had had.no intention of pro- 
tearing the institution of mitrimony against, her, but her 
attitudV annoyed nim beyond control. " You really ought*^' 
to^stop drgijing in this ridiculc^s*\fa)k Pam ; |H^put3 jfou 
in *4 ve™ false position.” . * ** 

She ftuTied, a long strip o 4 yellow kice in her hands, and 
stared up^t him in unfeigned wonder. * 

” What oi^earth have I salti ? *W 1 ^ are you so cross ? ” 

“ You haven’t exactly said anjdhing, just now, but I 
remem^er your did jeremiads agatnst matrimony, affld* 
it has occurred tft me th^t you ^j-e tgo old now for that 
sort of thing. It used to he^amujing, J)ut it is both*silly 
and unwise now.” ,* i • * • 

She frowned, and then as suddenly laugJied. 

" Well, o! all jjears! Haven’t I a right to mjfc own 
opinion ? ” . • 

" Yes, to an oprnioh, but ncA to a hapiAl, wrong-headed 
prejudice. You have no right to rail gainst something 
of which you pave, unforfimately, seen nothing." 

There was a long pause, diniing which she folded^her' 
lace with(»ut ftiming her eyps from his face. • ^ 

” I«i 4 ve seefi more than you thinki' she sa^ quietly. 

“ My grandfather and my grandmotha hated ,eadh other; 
niyyunt Rosamund is wretched ^th Mr. Maxse.^d she 
hcra hjin to death; the Rector at Yeoland and ni& wife 
ar^very polite and ceremonious to each othef, bat they 



in opposite ^mere of the/,Rect(ffjs; then there was u 
my fatha and pooi Mrs. Kenne4y,^ an(f now the Vau- 
cphrts!'” ‘ ^ ^ ^ / 

‘ In itj her'evidence was overwhcUning. He^ life, 
he saw, l^d been^^iich that ip. naming i£}ase'’few examples 
of maritaliriisery, spe had pientioned ahrfost 111 the married 
couples she had ever known. For a moment, Peele was 
tta^ered, and +^en^he recovered hirr-self. " Yours has 
been an exceptional as wel^ as an unfortunate experience, 
dear,” he said, “ buf believe me, in the end Ifiw <^nd order 
must_ j)revail'.” 

c, Pam shbolc her head ge£<tly. *“ Why wasie time in 
quarrelling ^about the Kaiser’s beard ? ” 

“ Bht it isn’t about the Kaiser’s beard! Jt is of the 
utmost indportance.’’ 

" Not to ipc.” ... 

As she spoke, she turned and once more bent cVer the 
chest in w^ich she lyas ^arching. 

■ “Men'^uU want to marry you,” he went on with a 
mg of fierce jealousy. - ” 

” But I shaU not,want marry them. Ah, here it is, 
le crucifix. Poof Aing, it was her mother’s.’’ As she 
poke, the stable clock aixuck slowly,, and involuntarily, as 
fioy both counted its strokes she turned and looked at 
im, the ivory crucifix pjesfed to her breaSt. 

“ Five! Pam, the day viy ^on be gone—our day— 
he end is conjing! ” 

“ No, no, notAhe end ! I can’t bear it I ” For t. moment 
hey,stared at each other in-silence.„ Then Peele said 
l^'dar^y, “Nor can I! Pam, we can’t do it! God knows 
we’ve tried, but'we^^an’tj and thaak God that we can’t— 
come 1 ” 

Almost roughly,, he drew her to her feet and caught her 
in his arms. “ Pam, we^ ha>e tried, and failed.” 

" Yes, ve havfe' failed.” , 

Neither ,pf them ^ew how long it had "been wfilo he 
raised ehli head iroUn hers, and after a moment’s further 
siknce rfie ^d suddenly in a strange, harsh voicd, “ y(?u 
will not W; mg to marry you ? ” 

“ Pam! 



" Yes. You i. vcu^iui uo mar." • 

“You must!" * < , » 

“ I cannofe Dr not ask me that." 

Th6 turn a^ai^ ^ad taken was be\^dOTng and* almost ‘ 
ludicrous. Ihat he, who h*ad never, liJntil ncdnutes 
ago, dreamea of jthe folly of Carrying her, 'ihould be 
urging her to marryjhim,ijhid that she should refusingJ ^ 
“Jim, I love ;^ou^more thin anything in the Vwd; 

I will do any^ng for yoit, I-<will ,go agywher^ with you 
—to-moiTOw*if you like, but ihat one thing i cannat do." 

Peele^ ^ his teetli aad f»r^ed her creepiitg {jands^from ^ 
his shoulders. The moment was a crucial one, an(| he* 
realisecf it. Not only all his love for the inncfcent faol in 
his arms btit all that was best of the manhood in him’, 
rose to Combat her folly. , ’ 

*‘Pa^, ^for dtij’s sake listen to me.* Yol/are a child,-- 
and musi trust me. You must m^y me, or J shall go 
aw 5 ,y and never see you again. ^ " * >« 

She dfew away from him, h^r face colji. “ I will not." * 

“ You must. I should be the greatest'scdhndrel—don't 
make me tfraid of myself.” . * . ^ 

“ I will nett marry you,” she arjswiSred slowly, and veiy 
distinctly. “He felt that he had 16st Jiis cause, and to 
bitter ^hame he realised that fn the bottom of his heart 
there was a throb of gladness.* • ^ 

Then suddenly a creeping.id|isation of'cold sickrjess came ' 
over hinv, and he put his hina blindly to 1^ ^hroat. 

" I—fear J am going to^faint,” he said slowly ; “ don’t 
be frightened.” But she was so frightened that \yh@n 
came to, a few minute§ later, h^r face, looking old and 
worn in its agony, was as white as liis <)wn. 

" Jim, my dearest, I thought, ‘oh, I -thought—" Her 
eyes filled and the hot tears f(^l oi* his ch*eek. 

His heart smote lym. " Parfi, you soe your,obstiifacy 
nearly kilfed me ; now yoif must promise. You must give 
up this mad idea, my poor child, andH too niuls ^ve up 
nyich. .You must marry me.” « \ ^ 

Hfer mouth trembled piteously as she looked/at him 
througtf Her fears. " I can’t, oh, I can’tl tisten, you 
arewU, we can’t discuss ft now; we wijjgo back into Arcadia 



fot ouf fpa, and when we ar/( in Lnjl^d we can pmc 
things.',’ ‘ r I ^ 

c He Sighed, rising, {licked up his i/iat. .He was glad 
to qu{V the subjec^ his strength, in t^tf ^nses, was.abput 
gone. * ' 

Hal^- djSzed he Wtched her gather up Ine letters, the 
crucifix, and the eider-down shawl stie had tound, and 
‘a few‘minutes lpter„her stjong young shoulder giving him 
more than a nominal support,, they crossed the boundary 
and vjent bqck ifito .fljcadia. 
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CHAPfER I*' 

' * I * 

“ Now, Pilly, you are to go back to the ho^el and Aave * 
your tea with Caliban. I am going to make a visitf” 

The imt had stepped irf front of^Brentano’i, and afCer 
several minutef Pam had «ome out of the.jhop and now 
stoodVx)ldng with mild amusement into her maid’s honifietf*^ 
face. * , ^ ^ .. , 

A^dsit! In Paris! I really don’t think,‘Miss Pag*, 
as yoif ought to do such things.” - , , 

“ Sony, but I must. Is my veil all right ? ” 

The youpg girl wore a •simjJle taiior-made gown and 
a very smart black hat that; she had bought that 
morning. Pilgriifl, eyeing hei;with disapproval of her 
could not witUlbld a certain ^grudging admiration for h$r 
looks. ' ,. * •• 

The girl was curiousl;^ Jracelul, eVen.inHkis day of* 
gracefuf women, and the unusually longriope of her erect 
shoulders |ave Ijer, in conjunction with the alert (^age 
of her small head, a very istinguished air. * S 


The day was on« of those wafm,^exdting, Pans spnng 
days, when something delightful, seems to the young to be« 
on the ver^ point of happening. Pane’s eyes were bright, 
her cheeks faintly tinged wttl^ J)ink. • i 

" Doasn’f Paris make you feel wicked! Pilly # ” she asked 
sudfieUy wfth a laugh of pure, pleasureit dod i 
me, and it makes me feel that wified thin^ aye reall)t* 
•gv^r 

PHgqm alasped her grey cotton hands.implonngly., 

" Oh, Pam, do talie me with you 1 I can sit in the hall. 
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knqjiv, or even in the cib. jfOther young ladies don’t ( 
go paging‘about all ^one.” \ f i t 

c Pgim Itared. ? " Ra,^ing ? Oh, w/ill^ycm poor thing, con¬ 
sole yopieif, ft)r*I|'ln not going to rVge. I’m going 
to make one, vjsijxand thep I shall icc me back to the 
hotel, and>;fou kn^jy we are going to‘ the# theatre. So 
good-b}!^.' Don’t worry, Filly. I’ll be as good as gold, 
rpally I will.”,, ^ ' • i ^ 

After gl^ng iith hatred*" and ferocit 3 t at a young man 
who, attired in tb^ ,^ashion of the following mo^tb, had 
come td a stalidstill and was'eyeing Pam with unf oncealed 
.admiration; Pilgrim sighed^ re signedly. 

“Very well, I’ve done my best, as I shall tell Mrs. 
SacheVerel. I hope at least that you are going to see a 
Iddy.” ‘ ' 

Pam stared again,'and her frankly puzzled stares wem 
,ery characteristic of her. “ To see a lady ? OjUtsc I 
am; you dpn’t think Tin .going to see a gentleman, do 
j;ou?” ' 

Pilgrim tossed, her head. I don’t know, I’ra sure. 
You used to, last year, in Torpington.” . 

Pam got into the shabby vehicle and leaned back in one 
comer, “ Sure enougn, ^o I did,” she returned carelessly. 

' ‘c.^Vell, I’m older now, and have given up that habit. 
IJJow don’t get lost, Pilgrim-rthe hotel is just up the second 
street,' you know. And Hon’t ^speak to any one you don't 
^ know I” ' I ' 

As the wrctc’^ed maid walked away in slow' dignity, 
Pam ^ave an address to the cabby, and moved off in the 
ofi^ er diixtion, still smiling over her little joke. 

It was fvening, and fhc sunshine began to pale; the 
, air was sweet with the odours that awaken even in great 
cities, when spring*comes down that way. 

Tl^e Champs Elysfes wps 'crowded with beautiful car¬ 
riages filled with beautifully dre^d women, dowers were 
' for sale feverywhere, the sky was blue, the tffees detcktely 
. green. ^Pbm was vfery happy. Only two days before 
8he< had,beeh in ALcadia with Peele, and now, beca^ 

‘ he lovedher and she loved him, she was happy, ip <Pari8 
without him.' 



ione her resolutioi^to gire 
jShahad leamMl that gh# could*not 
li^inltinct,toldiner thlt it wdUld liirt 
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The day in 
up Peele, not Bfecju 

do it, but becausa sc ^ ^ 

him,to giv5 har^bp. The momenty^t»coavictipn*h^^ 
c<ftne to her,ohe;» icruples ^ad melted iptq notmngness,'^ 
and she meota^ sacrificed ^he Hantetta with 
the incidtotal pi^ a high priest of^dld musf Ifhve felt 
for the lamb whose thVoat he cut to do honour t(j h|3 

’ * * * r 

Dw there remaine'd iff her.mjn^ but the one pro- 

fiether sh^ should marry Peele. • * 

shke of the iSea*o{ ^ying herself’foo life ^(vas a, 
perfec^Jiy sincere one ; whatever her faults were, they,we A 
not thosA gt a poseuse. The thought of sayiflg therwords 
she hadjately heard her mother say was utterly repugnant 
taher; she di^ not beUevesin the bfhding emdity of such 
promAes„and she had never broken her wofa in her life, j i 
Peele ha(| left her that evening t\vo days befofe, belieAjing 
h6r unshaken in her determin*ation ; ’ she kne\y» this, and 
yet sh# knew that his worc^ had not, been without eflfeft. 
His faint had so terrified her that it had inquired all her 
strength \o persist after it in ftie’refusaj she liad given him 
before it. , , • ’ 

Hi^love for her seemed so wonderful, so incomprebMi; 
sible, that she would have |^en glad of an occasion to 
make some tremendous^ saenfiefe fot him; and yat hir 
mad ideal of absolute free^oii h^ grcAvn with growth^ 
and seemed a part of her iJery bone and igysfle. 

When tHfe jiacre stopped after ten minutes easy progress, 
before a charming litde hotel with a cj)at-of-armi\ ill s^ope 
over the door, the girhwas dsepin thought and roused her¬ 
self with an effort. 

The servant who answered her nng looked at her in some 
surprise. "*Yes, Madame was^at home, certainly^ but 
Madame^was very iU.” • j 

‘‘^JuBt give* her this card, will you ? ’’ > » 

A moment later she found herself stand'^jg on the 
threshold of a great bare room ia the ^ntre of wmeh sdood 
a utfge mahpgany bed with brocaded curtains, i 
“Pam!" 



Carolina!’' ' I t < < 

"Hie ^eat held outi her^ l^d 'Without moving 

het body, andtbend^ ov^r th\J embro:dered pillows, the 
ffcuhg girl Ifiss^ heron both cheeks. ' 4 » " 

" Yoil here^ I* I cannot believe if,»tbe actress" wtnt 
»n in ItaU^, ® f' ^ 

“ No f 'tVnd yetrhere 1 am 1 But y(»u—you*are ill 1 ” 
“^Yes, so ill, that .when I saw your card I thought I was 
(feliriotls agaih.”'t 

"Did you rem^n^ber my nime at once?” 'Pam sat 
down OTsily on the edge of *he bed, and took off her hat 
uninvited. , “ it is very long sillce you have seerJ^me 1 ” 

• The sick woman smiled faintly. " Oh, very long—three 
years Ah^yes, I knew your name. As to your face, 
you have dianged very little, except that you are plder.” 

There was a short' pause, after which she added softly, 
I have nevfth placed Pia since, without tWldug^f you. 
Do you remember ? ’\ ■ 

^ Indeed X do relhembel'. That is why I came. Bbt 
{fell me first, what is the mattp with you ? ” » 

Ravaglia srililed, her yellow face wrinkling amazingly. 
" The matter ? Nothing.; 1 ?m just dying. Please don’t 
make a fuss,” she added twith sudden fretfulnefe; "I hate 
..^tolking about it. Tel] mS ateut yourself. Are your father 
an^ mother here ? ” “ 

* “ N9. I brought Pilgrfin and Caliban with me,” 

. “ Poor old Pilgrira! Whofs'^Caliban ? Ah, yes, I know 

now. Well, ydu are alone m 'Paris with a maid and a 
monkey« 

Pai 6 Jaughed suddenly. “ Ves, is it’dreadful ? How. 
efer, we are going' on to, England, ^0 roy grandfather’s 
:o-morrow 1 I stopped oVer here to ask your advice aboui 
something.” ^ ’ 

“ My advice I My dear child, ew voiUi uhie idei asse. 
ngoK/ / About what ? ” ' *> 

The girl was silent for a momeht, marshalling hen wnrda 
and then^yhe spoke. 

" Yoft remember filing me that somewhere in the worl 
th^ w^. a man whom I should—love ? Well, he ha 
coitie.'’ 



PAIJ 

* 

^ The tragedian, w^iose lif 4 fot all Its triumphs, hjd 
so much more tAgm |han uy of her dra&as,*diew a 
laeath. i ’ • * • *1 ' * . 

“ Ypu, little Pa^h ? Go on.” \ * • • • » * 

'* He is verj* mjich older tl^ I; he is qpitp old-i^” 

As she pau^, the sick woman^opened Rer ejftAsuddenly, 
very wide, Imd tur^fed her head sharpljT ^ ” It isn*t CSiamley 
Burke?” she asked. •* • » , * , 

“Chamley Burke?, Good Hbaven#, nor” ^ * 

Thers was p short pause) aflfir whi<^ Jlavaglia bade the 
girl go on^tn her ^ory. * • • 

“ He as James Peele.’ I him long ago’atimy ^tand-, 
father’ll He is a politician, and very brilliant. I dpn’f 
know,” sh^ added with real humility, but a pAud look in 
her eyes j “ why he cares for ■me, but he does.” • • 

‘.'I think In can guess why, cartna. Well, you are 
engagel? ?i’ * 

The laist of the afternoon sui? svas cominc, in at the 
wilidow,an 3 fell full on PaA’s facfe. Her*^^yes were» 
Ravaglk saw with a pang, Jike her Q>vn ^at that momenf. 
The actress, who was a Sicilian, ‘was superstitious, and 
her breatti caught in her throat‘as s^(j recognised in the 
n oting girl’^eyes the Jook that she»bdieved to be fateful. 

" Ng,” Pam said slowly, " i^ engaged to the Duchga 



of Wight’s daughter.” , 

In her relief the elder wfinjan labghfd aloud, and catching 
the girl’s hand kissed it. ^ga^ed ! ‘On^ tha| 1 Then < 
it is all right, thank God! ” ' ,, , 

Pam loolAd at her gravply. “ You mean because he is 
not married ? ” * , ♦ * 

"Yes. Thank G«dJ AhJ", ller short cry of pam 
frightened Pam, and slipping from tSe bed, she was about 
to ask if she could nothing to relieve *her,,when she saw 
that Ravagfla had fainted. • ^ * . * 

Ringing t®® hastily, she*dipped ber handkerchief in 
som^ Water and laid it on the strangely waxen^looking* 
forehead, and when the maid came in, and ^me drew 
been administered, the sick«won:l|n at tength op^ped 
her ey^,an4 tried to smile. 
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^^ted again, did r?”Jshe M)ced. “I hope yoi 
i»€ren’t frightened, httle Pamk” ^ ‘ 

I inas thcCigh. IMt. Peele lasted vhe o^er day, anc 
Sow jputdo it' toof It is awful. I wiK'go now ; you an 
too tired.” c • , , ‘ ‘ 

” Yes, too_tired,^but you mustn’t^go. I haven’ 
yet givfen’you my^aiclvice,” the actress went oil^ half play 
ful^y, but wjjthi an evident efforf. “ Sit down and let me 
do it.'* , ' _ <• 

Pam oteyed Ip (silence,'an(f after a moiuenl Havaglis 
went On. ’ ^ 

“Pam ‘glad for you that ,tlus man is not marritd, dear 
and, the only thing for him to do is to break his engage 
ment. ThSt is my advice ; and then he must.marry yoi 
at once. I am glad for you, but I am sorry for poo- Burke.’ 

“ Burke 1 ” eja^iifated the ^girl. “ Whji, do you spaal 
of him ? ” ’ . 

“ He is Jjere, and hfl h^ told me about ypu.- He is i 
.good mat., as men go, and fie is not a prig. He wo?dd mak' 
an admirafile husband.’’ 

“ He is her^, you^say ? In Paris ? ” , 

“Yes, yes, in Paris; why shouldn’t he ^ in Paris 
He comes often to sde i|ie, and we talk of you. He love 
very dearly. Pair.” 

" I know. I wish he didn’t. Do you-happen to knov 
whether he is going down to ^pnKs’ Yeoland soon ? I am 
and I do.hope^he isn’t.’’ j 

“ He is not., He was going south to-morrov.—to se 
you. He has your father’s permission, aud I think if yo 
saj- nb,(he will go, back to Australia.” 

'"If I say no t” 

" Ah, f understand ; you think that only your Mr.- 
Peele exists, dear child, but Burke will go on existin 
nevertheless. Pam,” she'went on hurriedly, catching th 
girl’s hand%and holding them Iq a hot, nervous clasp, “ 
•am glad you came 1 You should not have‘come, aW n 
gone musttfaiow that you did, but I am glad. I have s 
'ionged lo seef you ; ^ hare thought so much of yott. pi 
they tell fyou that my little girl died ? ” 


No!' 



PAM. ^ 

. » # 

f " Yes, she died. Ml had b4t known that she ^ rib' 

uture I might hSve l4r with aid ht)w»I woiHd 
lave loved her. Ail, fti^ might; hawti let rife know, tlj^^ 
night Jiave lei me fnow 1 ” V • •, • • « ** 

Al she finished epeaking sl^e burst into ^ gt of crying 
hat shook hettwhdle body, her Jthin hfiids clt^Jed tight 
)ver her fa(Je. "I • • 

Pam knelt by her* in niillte sympathyt hei own eyes ^1, 
)f tears? After a,few minut« Ravtglic/became l^uiet, 
ind laj% with.half-closed eyes* 1 n a.s^ 1 ^ of exnaustion. 
Pam watcKd her for #ome tim«g and then rose» Sh»could 
lot go on with her storj? ; ^Ijp Voman was *too» ill fb be 
joubled, and it was late. , ‘ 

She said ^ood-bye to her very gently, kissinf her fxior 
iaded- faqg repeatedly. “ I will write to you,”’she said? 
‘I,must go oij to-morrow,*for I haVe written, but oh 
^arissiiih, J wish I could stay 1 ” • •• ^ 

” Nonseos^, dear. I wouldn’t let you stay^ I shoujd 
aot'iiave,let you come, if I hadlcnown! I am^l^ri that I, 
did not»know! You must^ go. Tell your grandfathef 
that I kepj my word, dear.” ^ ^ 

“ My grandfather ! You know'him^,” 

“ Yes. Ajid Burkg, will be coming to see me. What 
shall I ifeU him ? ” * , * • 

Pam paused, i' Tell him,” ^he said, after a moment, 
with deliberate slowness,^'that 1 afn very sorry ;*4hat‘ 
I love another man with my» whole Tiearti and that because 
of that Ifdo not wish to se5 hnn.” , 

" You are*right. I will .tell him. And now, good-bye. 
Come and let me bfess you, if you think ipy blessingTr^’v., 
‘‘Hush, Carissimal”, « . ^ 

The young girl, her mind still liejAfy with tfie burden 
she had hoped to unload here, knelt simply 4 ke a child by 
the bed, and l)ent her head tosthe, failing hand. 

A mon^nt* later ^e was dnving rapidly tljrough*'the' 
streetr, her eyes wet, her tcart heavy. *> 

Ravaglia was dying, and Ravaglia was to b^tte first 
peK^pn she knew to go through the Gn^t Gate. 



CHAfTE'R If 

( ( ' ^ " Monks’ YEOL-‘.HD,[irW«sitf>. 

' De^rs Both,—A fter divers a^\d varied ad^ntures by 
, sea W linclj we arrived' htte on Saturday, and*'! should 
have written before only I have been frightfully busy, and 
I kftew you wouldn’t worry. 

” “Weir, to go back to Paris. I looked up Madame 
Femande, ajid ^he measur«l me for my gown, for “the 
’wedding, and two others. She says my figure ii' ve^ry good, 
and I thi[?k she’s rig4it, (oo. She’s making mt a biscuit- 
^coloured ptoth gown trimmed with a sort of greet and gold 
braid (sounds appalling, but .it isn’t), a blue cr^pe de chine, 
and the we(!ding .garment, which is, as mother advised, 
also pale blue, a lovelj^ gauzy, chiffony thing with a silk 
stripe, which makel Qam, ‘in tha dusk with the light 
^hind her,’ appeal a very attractive young pe.son. I 
also got some hats-^ne isi love^, very dat, all black, and 
joy*cf joys, not lop-sideil. 

“Pilly was,(frf^/«/'in Firte—on the point of bursting 
into loud lamentations all the time; I had my hair washed 
at Lenth^ric’s, and the man dressed it in a lovely way, 
Jew, smooth on trp, and parted. I told Pilgrim to watch 
how he did it, but she^^^aiud so he asked me to have her 
stop, as she made hipn nervous. In the afternoon we 
drove a long tinfp, I bought mother’s silk stockings, and 
di^s(wt« other errands,'’ fluid then I went to see Madame 
Ravaglia.( The Duchess (with, whoa I dined just before 
I left home) told me Ravaglia was going to have "a 'Sale of 
all hty Clings as she was ill. She is very ill, in bed, and 
I (nearly crifed. Slie says that she is dying, andl b^eve 
Hei lijtle, girl is dead, too. She was htavenly- to me. 
I forgot, to'^ask her about ^e sale, c It all seems so sad,, but 



•I believe she is^gted to ^e. ' She told ine by^the w^y, 
that Oiamley Bwly ^ or* tha poin^f gojag to ascertain 
villa on a Qertam!,yas>, to say ce/to tSines^of g»V 
Imjjort to a certain young female. Really, 3o^#u tlunl: it was 
fa^ to give hifh l&ve to pop.in on me,lik# thai? thank 
goodness, I g5t aifay in time ! • I a^jvays like(J him, but 
that is ‘ just as fa? as the,tale goes,’ and you two ought to 
know it Madame* Raviglia L-j goin§^ to ^ll»him this* s« 
you needn’t mancaivre 1 . • 

“In*t& evening we, Pilly and*I,*vfcnt to se^Enire 
Arbre etScorce. Awfully ^Jelf acted, but j/ w^ jijpt as 
well that Pilly didn’t understand it all. Guess who sat 
in a baienoire near us ? M. de Vaucourt! H* is thirfner 
and lookei quite young. Very well got up, of cmirs^ 
and eithir his hair is beginning to grgw, or he is wearing 
a craftiiy made? scratch.’ The girl withjiinvi^as as lovely 
as an angel, and I heaved a sigh for poor ‘ Delphine I ’ Et 
caipe and*Sf»ke to me, and the ^ofldwipg dialqg^e ensued. 

"• fftfj*Mais, Mademoiselle Pam I Que je suirenchant^ 
de vousVevoir! ’ * . ' • . 

“ ‘ Me. JTrop aimable. Monsieur 1 ’ ) 

" ‘ He. And Madame votre^ere^ e^ Monsieur votre p^re, 
sont-ils avee ? ’ • • 

“ 'Me. No, I am'alone with my miid.’ 

‘"He. Will yoh allow ^ old fjien^ to compliment^you. 
on your beauty ? ’ * • ^ , 

“ ' Me. Flattery is alwayl atceptable/ . • 

" ‘ He.*Y<^Vi have just comeMrom home^?? * ^ 

'* ‘ Me. Yesterday. I an? going on to England to-mogrow.’ 

“ ‘ He. I go south next week—to clos* my villa, tlas.^* 

Ah!.. , * 

'"He. The world no doubt looks vefy bright to your 
bright eyes, JlademoiseUe; to iqe, alasj there are in my 
heart yawning gaps that nevA dn be bridged.’ # » 

•"Me icoldly). OhV . * ^ « 

>^1. I sh^ hope to see your parents, MademoisUe 
Pam: I should not like them to believe mq wrae than • 
*a®i.’ * * ^ »* * , 

•"M4.9l do not think there is any dangpr of that 
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He (after (* suspicious stare). ' I must be o 
c^e wth my brother-inJaw/and, must rejoin him, 
c picking m^ vBits.' j , 

“ Tijiefl he Wnt} and Pilgrim, who^e feelings wer, 
usuaT, almoat tfcc ipuch for her, abused Him until I snubl^-^ 
her violently. . i , 

“ I had brought the crucifix, &c., tiiat Madame de V 
(ha^l ^ked me Co look up fpr her, and sent them to her thj 
next morning. ^-I didn’t gg myself, for I had no time, j 
“We had a biU.e*of a crossing, and I blush ho stat 
that I was riiost awfully sick fpr an hour. So was Caliban 
^Pilgrim was weU all the way, but not particularly com 
panionabl^ 

“ 'It poured In London, so I took a four-whe«!ler and did 
my errands. - I mej Mrs. Cunningham in the E’lrlington 
Arcade. Sly» told me all thb Monks’ Yetland nejvs, and 
we lunched together at Prince’s. I adore big restau¬ 
rants. Sh^Mrs. .Puiihipgham—told me'that poor Cecil 
' Morecani’oe, Evy’s old adorer, had dined with hei and Mr. 
Cunningham ,^th“ evenjng before, and that he ^as very 
unhappy about the, wedding. He has a living in Chelsea. 

"I got my pretent for EVy, and it is really a corker; 
a big white ostrich feather fan mounted in yeKow tortoise- 
vxhell. I’m having her monogram put in in little diamonds. 

“Pilgrim had two, te^tboutj^ poor dear, and I bought 
her k new dress and a black cape. I do so love having my 
' own bankilig-accodnt! I also had my picture taken. The 
man was veiyfvnny. He is a httle, wild-eyed, red-haired 
Yid, ,and jumped about his camera and waved his arms 
the laimiest way. The proofs came this morning, and 
are pretty good: Gjandfather says che one I like might 
, be either Cally or me, but the other, the one he likes, looks 
hke a tooth-paste'^idvertisement. ^ 

^ “(j. F. met me at the station, and we feh op each other’s 
, necks and wept for joy. „ ' , 

> “ Befbre he had a chance to speak I told'him that as I 

..had dgcivled to forgive him, we would let bygones be 
bygone^ and not ^reopen old disputes I From the way 
he^ laughed at .that very silly joke I judged thkt«-Ile has 
be^ pretty dull of late, and I find that I was not mistakrn. 
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el 3 rQ and Auij^t liosamiinO are very busy wijh thi 
bg preparaftoSs, of Coursf. Mr. Maxsaiyill, arid 
I has b^n ^ Citation •Jith i barmaid, jS , 
i—a chSerfill*‘divinity called Maudte,*wht) •appears* 
?e concei'wed <he idea of^ becoming M*s; ,Yeol^. 

^ . F. ha# hopes that R^ty vmuld sUtiumb to 
charms•{whichjare considered, ydu*will be* gfad to 
r, to have augaentori considerably vftlyn the l^t, 
r), and though. I ,stemly infused* to#exerfc^ those 
rms 4owar(^ the unlawfm ftfds (joi^epplated by that 
eked ol(f man, only modesty*prevents my stating that 
E fair ,Maudie’s chances fapidly wanihg, Sincef my , 
Hval I. , ’ 

, •' Evel}® ^ Very handsome, and seems mu?h pleiSed 
f with hers^f and her prospects.* . • • 

" 3ir George (Jhesney is pretty awful, I think—a short 
man wit^i sgiall eyes and a mean mouth-^ut*iie is in love 
with her, gn^ has given her the kweliest things. I aw 
glad^that jio one who owns a pink pearf pendan^Jike hers 
has a fan«y to possess my soij) 1 , , 

“They ^ going to Paris,^and* thence ^utomobiling 
through Bnttany. Mr. Maxse*is vtAy ilf,^nd I am terribly 
\ sorry for hin^ He say^ he has eveijf Ifnown disease except 
the bujjonic plague.* When I Ijave time I read aloud to, 
him, I don’t think any of the,others except grandfather 
realise how ill he is. ^ , * * • • 

“ Cazzy is as great a love «is evef. Hfs head 4 SJiterally 
quite baldv except a little ffin^p over his f grs, and across 
the back, and he is getting (at. I do love him. He sends 
all sorts of messagSs to you both, and yie dear olci ftii»^ 
has—guess what ? A weddin§ ‘present for you I It's a 
beautiful crystal bowl that belonged* to his mother. I 
had tea with him yesterday, and we had ^ vejy good time 
together. W?ll, this letter is k>n& enougli, and I mus^ go 
do-do. Tp-m«rrow is the weclaing, aifd mjj frock is 
perfect. • The Duchess and Lady Henrietta are here. I 
have not yet seen them, and the Duchess has^t sent 
her piaid to ask me to go in to her to a nfinute. ](|il 
write all alxiut the wedding before long! • 

^ “ LovM, Pam."* 
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* “ PS.—" Of course in* tlie dialogue between me ai^ 

M. de Vaucourt, I shoi^d hive out only ‘ I' 

, lj)j)jcs^ wrofig totae, somehbvi”* ' 

* f « . f • *•» * 

*t \ * 

When Ahe ka^ addressed^ and stam^d ter letter, Vam 
rose, ^dHying ftie ribjwns of her jvhitl dressing-gown 
into a neat bow, ^wung her long plaitseover h5r shoulders, 
(Upd crossing the‘dimly lighted corridor, knockejl at the 
Duchess’ji dooit * * • 

Her Grace, whawas sitting by her dresBin^tible in a 
very %orgecl\is black satiil kimono,-greeted thi girl with 
r entnusiafe. * * i' • 

*“Well, you dreadful little creature, how are you! 
AnS why did you bolt away like that! Don’t sif down on 
^ijou—Zero's a chair. WiB you have some BcjjttI ? Or 
some ForccL? “Ojen tell mef why aren’t you goi^jg t# be 
'••bridesmaid r’ • 

• Pam staged. "^Bochuje I am never going, t<> be bribes- 
♦^maid,” Sljp’answered, “ and anyway. I’d have leokeif like 
a nigger among all* those blonde girls I ” * 

“ Bah 1 'tou arjn’t vai©, I know better 1 T&our grand¬ 
father thinks it’stbecaifee ybu don’t like Geprge Chesney, 
Perhaps he’s right.”* J , * 

^ ” Perhaps he is,” vetumed the girl gravely. • 

^ “ Evy told me she wagvpry much disappointed.” 

* “"Yes; she is a dear.^vy.* How is Lady Henrietta?” 
The Duchefs s€t down hei cup, unpinned a beautiful 

coil of mahogrj'y-coloured.'hair, laid it on the ftible, and 
then, turning said, her eyes ^ed clopely oh Pam’s, " I 
yrimt tri talk to ycu about Henny, Pam.” 

“To m!" '■ 

“Yes, to you. You, are a ridiculous runaway thing, 
but you are shrewd, and you are truthful. I think, too, 
that you like Heimy.” , 

' “ i do liice her'; I do, indee^. but —” o 

“No% for heaven’s sake don’t be tireSome ahd’have 
scrMpUs.^fll I choose to talk to you about my daughter it 
isjureiYm)?affair/!” ‘ ' #* 

Pam Iwked^steSidily at her, frowning as she aatfWa*d- 
" or—hers I*” 



, " If you like. Dsfen, that bight when you dined vuth 
us, I saw you Etching her sfi if you undmtbod. Qid 
you ? I me^ yofi saw, tfiat she loCTced i?l and wni<d» 
Did ypu gu€^ wbty ? ” ''/**»’ 

•" I guessed,-yes? My gues^ may not Uvb bem cofrect.” 
" It probab^ w4s, however. ^It was that /{}i ^eele u 
not making her hafpy, wasn’t it ? ” “ ‘ 

"Yes." . • • , , , ^ 

The f)uchess, who seemed, ^^th thS relhoval «f part of 
her hak, ^o have taken off sSSietliin^ o< her garment of 
manner, went on slowly^ wi^h Serious directness. * , 

“ Yoiisawa good deal of hi^i fast spring, he told us, and, 
your eyes are keen and young. I never thought that* he 
cared for h^r rbally, and now I think she is beginning to 
think so ioo,” • ’ ^ ' 

Bam had grown pale, asid her eyeg wjf^e very like 
Caliban’s a? she listened. • 

“ Henny ^ very beautiful, ^nd- sl^e has ^en mueh 
adriired,’, the Duchess resumed, “ but she is net'spoiled 4 ' 
she was never clever, but she was always sweet and good, 
and she deserves to be happy^not tlpt that is the best 
reason for hej being so ! HrrvvevA-, wh?n slie fell in love 
with Jim Peele, I didn’t make evjjn'the nominal protest 
I might have made.' The man? was, nf course, her social 
inferior, but she had refused dozens of men and she was, 
thirty. So they became Engaged. The result is thaft'she 
is losing her looks, and cr^ng her eye’k oyt Deeause he 
treats her as he does. He is ^lite and kind’ enough, he 
never flirts, fie seejns to have no bad habits—and l^mo4 
qui wus park, am at my wit’s end ! ” • * * * 

Para had listened wftb a curious^withhoHing of action; 
with a feehng that for her was tt^e rtle of absolute pas¬ 
sivity; that something outside of herseljf would give her 
a mental lead.^ Now, when the? I^hess stoi)ped speakjpg, , 
and lookeckexfJectantly at l^er, the girl rethmedher glance 
with grawe attention, but did not answer, and rater a 
pause the old woman went on. “ I daresay y^ «think 
me® as mid as a hatter, to be saying all tto to youJbut as 
I said a^ my wt’s end, and tbere\js 90 one*else qf 
who^ I can ask an opinjpn.” * 



I <• * 

•“An opinion!" 

Y4. . Algy—my son—is a merrf" Iwy, and devote<f 
^t(i Jin Peelefj m^oth^* daughter has met him only 
hnee can Aave no opinion, and yoa know him, and 
have Acently jejn them together. Will j^ou tell mw, in 
a word, wiat yorf thinly the trouble‘is ?< Is it that the 
man hks ho heart* in him, or is it that^e loves some one 

0 

Pam stared, ^stillt feeling that she peed not adt; that 
some one else wppld.act^r ner. And jL)e{pre„tlie pause 
had grown t» be too long, a'brisk kno(^ came to the door. 

“ Mrs.'-MaXse’s gomplknenls. Miss, and would you be 
‘so I kind as to go to Mr. llfaxse for a moment ? 'E ’as 
beeii took‘bad.’’ 

• Pam fellowed the servant down ,the passage, after a 
hasty good-night t6 the Duchess, telling Jierself that^she 
chad known Ifeat 'the message would come. " 



CHAPTER IH 

A SLjEfLESs pight 'is ba!d far oiip’% l^ks, even in one’ 
teens, ahd Pam, as^she cast t final glance at hersflf in th( 
glass before leaving Iflsr t^jom the next 1noi!iing? ma(J( 
a face and shrugged her shoulders. » * 

" If .candour were your leading charactefistic, /‘illy,’ 
she remc^keci taking her .gloves from hor rfia d, " ^oi 
would %gree ^ith me tha^ I would* rejoice Mr. Darwin'! 
ej^es ^o-day—but for the fact that he I? dead—as ii 
overwhelming argument in favoui; of his th^y!" , 

• “ You hidn’t ought to make faceS, Miss^am; yoijlll 
have ^nkles before you are tweqty, if you do; you 
'aven’t got your mother’s *sldn.’” * 

" Whjft a horrid idea! imagine f>Qor mother if I had 
her skin I *Pilly, you do say the most sau^renue things. 
Now mind*you don’f let Caliban get,away, or he'll come to 
chur^ as sure as eggs is eggs. Heavens, how ugly I am 
to-day 1” y ^ • •* * 

Pilgrim watched her young n/istrese out of ^ight and 
then wiyi the sigh that hid Income chroji/c pf late, set to 
work arranging the room which looked, as was usual to it 
after the perfonSance of‘a grand toijgtte by its,{h-oieft 
inhabitant, much as ^h^ugh it.h^d been swept by a cyclone. 

“ She didn’t sleep, I know she fiidi’t,” the g(fcd woman 
said to herself as she emptied the candlestick of half a 
dozen bum* matches, “ and^ sly; onljf began that book 
yesterday. That m^ans she rc&d in the night; ano she* 
wrote ^ 00 . Bver since that man came to the rilla she« 
'asn’t been the same. 'Ote I wish ’e’d died when ’c was^ 
teething! ” , ’ * * 

'Peap welled slowly into her unatt^tive eyil as she 
worked: she* was very troubled about nfer Voihu? miitr&i. 
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an<f she not kijow to whom to go for help. Even while 

she^tnew that^Pam wpuld siirely'Insist not^nly on dreeing 
ItffHiwnVeird, but also oncdreeftig.it'in'her own way and 
«*’.inie, Bi^giifli«cOuid "not watch the progress of events 
without at fleast*attempting to turn them from the w<iy 
in whichjSh^^believedi them, to be moving. ' 

And when she had'settled down to s^e wotk in her 
rcton?, ^er mind \ 'as ‘busy with the subject of Peele. That 
morning she had Jeartted to iier surprise that Peele was to 
be at the wedding. «<. The Mchess’s maick had told her, 
and thdhgh Pilgrim, who hid been tald by Pani several 
dfiys ^eforS, that he was ilnfortuhately unable to attend 
' that* function, was shocked by the news, she had not 
betrayed her feelings to the other servant. 

So ’e’s homing ! Very nice for ’er ladyship, isn’t it ?" 
she answered conventionally, o a ' , 

<■ Oh, very ! ’Er ladyship is going to look a dx'^am, too. 
’Er<gownd iStby Worth, .■siy dear, and perfectly sweet.” 

She isW/ery beautiful,” Pilgrim agreed. , 

” Isn’t she 1 And ^ood, too. Miss Pilgrim! Them 
beauties is moitly hawful tq serve, but ’er ladyship is as 
kind as if she was ’.'(ieouS. Mach too good for ‘m, is my 
opinion, if you ask it!'’ 

Pilgrim had not asked it, but it was none the less accept¬ 
able to her. “ A very pleasant gentleman, ’e seems; ’e 
was ’hti once before arid we liked Im,” she answered. 

‘ “ Did you ? Well, it’s not ‘for me to say, but when 
a'lady ’as the ’cadache as of'en as ’er ladyship, a.id cries 
'er eyes out every few days, it isn’t me as says ’et gentleman 
isigeod enough for her. And not even a baronet! ” 

Poor Pilgrim wus a very henest woman, and the natural 
bent of her charactet w£^ towards a somewhat grim and 
unattractive straightforwardness, but on this occasion she 
had pampered with the I'ady Henrietta’s cotnmunicative 
maid, and h?d learned many things that made her, uneasier 
"^and morfc anxious than before. ' 

. She lja(^ not told Pam that Peele was, in spite of his 
orignal interition to the contrary, coming to the weddjng 
in obediiliice to a /telegraphic summons from h’s Jiande 
senl the cl»^ befo)4. It would, she, felt, be better to tell 
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Pam, but somjhiw she Jiad been unaMe tg ajjjJroach the 
subject with the girlMhough Ihe waf sure 4 hat Pam did not 
know. And in this sHe was nght. Be^e'j cqpiifig'dd^ 
to Sir Henry P,pckington’s had been dijly c(jmi!iunicatey 
to Mrs. Ma:i^, but in the Excitement lind carry usual at 
such tinves, the aews had elicfted«o,commeit,\nd Pam 
had not heard A , | ^ 

Sh«> did not see Peele until, wt^n ^le ‘marriage cere- 
monj^Mj^ nearly ov*er, she mised he^ eyes to ffiid his fixed 
on her.’ For a moment she r»et his gaze, and the* turned 
again to the bevy*of girli .the altar-rails. »It sfcemecj, 
his presence, very much to Ifavc been expected, and flufte^ 
apprdjijpate to the curious chain of events, ^hat l^id led 
to the pfesent situation. Jhc Duchess’s confidence had 
throwrfthe g^l back intoyhe confusion and trouble from 
Miliiclf her perceptions of Peele’s real ne(?d cAlier had raisfi 
her; if fie needed her. Lady H^^yrietta seemed to need 
him quite fts badly, and it is %iot plemsant fT be confided 
in hy aJ|)erson you are contemplating mjuring. ? 

The Duchess’s confirmatfbn of the'girl's awn impression < 
that Peete was making his fpfiuro wifE unhappy, had again 
roused in her the curious resentment ^e had felt towards 
him the evening of the dinner af tlje hotel. She had not • 
slept* and all night long the‘combinations possible as an 
end of the chapter she h§d coifte to ia her life, passeij befofe 
her eyes. Peele might mflrry Lady Henriett;!-—that waa 1 
the fir^ possibility. And that granted, he^ might forget 
Pam and n»ke his wife hajipy, or he mi(^t remember and 
want Pam, and ruin Lady Henrietta’s ^ife. » * • #. 

The second possibility Jthat he should break nis 
engagement. This liypothesis atcepted, the girl’s mind 
went on to picture him either as* her own husband or her 
lover. • f * 

If she mvried him, as he ifishcd, he would be 9appy*^ 
unl^ tlfb conjparative p<A''erty that would be^he*result of, ^ 
suena marriage, and the loss of prestige occasioned by his 
jjjting pf the Duke of Wight’s sijter, should iiuJt Ids jpve 
for* her. He had admitted that tha close reljfbons to • 
severaP jfcwAtul men, into which hisTOdhi^ with the 
Ltdy Henrietta would bring him, M#>ul<r be o| the utmost 



importance Ho‘his career, apd iflstincti^ety the girl felt 
thj^^>ts 4mbitio&, wer» shejiersdf ;i6t abnost more ambi- 
^ous fori^ilh,‘»<irid be her only, but dangetous,' rival. „ 

If, then, he dfdPivJt marry her, but, breaking his engagf- 
ment, all(^w^ her to' followcout her own'plaii of going to 
him as his mistress,'if would, as she beli^/ed, astoe their 
loMe to fach otheu for ever. « 

As she reached for the huridredth time,dhis point m her 
‘ reflections, the orgini burst ‘b'ut into the rtceisional, and 
Sir George and “Lady ChesneyV followed by the bridesmaids, 
passed into'the vestry. . 

•> ^’am and Ratty, among others, followed them, and^ few 
moments later the road between the church and the house 
wai bright With gaily attired women and their sober-hued 
attendants. §atty,. whose was^ the misfortu le of looking 
his very best in his oldest clothes, placed himself nt Ram’s 
sidetand stur^ there with sullen persistence all the way, 
al^ough sCvffral men tried to oust him from his po^Hion. ' 
“ Hang ’em alR” the fat youth muttered, “ why don’t 
' they go and talk to their own .cousins ? ” 

“ Why don’t youcask them it” she suggested carelessly. 
“ Don’t step on Mrs. Bltring’s gown again ! ” 

“ Look here, Pam, J’rf hke to kick that chap Liddes- 
leigh ! ” 

" Why ? He’s hamfless enougfrsurely ! ” 

' “ Then what does'he mean by'staring at you all through 
the service ?” (,.* v 

“ Did he stare at me ? An'd what if he did ?'■’ 
a Ydudmow he did ! And I believe you like it.” 

She turned ancp looked at his red, angry face, as they 
crossed the lawn, “'nook here. Ratty, don’t be idiotic, 
please.” . * 

” Idiotic 1 Is a man idiotic because he is in-” 

“ Some mgn ard,” she returned coolly, " dnd ,all boys. 
4f you piopose to me again. I’ll'tell grandfather. I .give 
you my wtrd I will 1 ” 

Rntty subrided at this threat, into sulky silence, a^d 
a few m^tes late^ Pam came down from hfaxsf’| room 
after having j\ivenAhe invalid a brief .description of events, 
and went iito tbe library where her grandfather, ttfe 




' victim, since the^ay before of a sharp*attack of histoid 
enemy, was insialJed^n hig wheel-chair. ^ ^ * 

“ It’s dcme, jG* F.,”»she extlainled ^ailj^^kjssing»llkft| 
“^felyn Maxse js dead ; long live Lady Cljesney I" 

The old i^an looked at her keenly;-* SijJPeele came 
down aflf r all,” he said. • *1 

“Yes. Rattf says the Duchess tSldiAunt Rosamund 
yesteiday, but I didn’t know, either. Hooked up dhrfhg 
the service, and %efe he wj^^swcctiv S(fueeze(> in between 
the tfucte^ and Lady Henri(;/ta. * tfc Ibokj very ^Jl, by the 
way.” * * » . . > • 

“ Humph ! ” Lord Yeolanci rubbed his nose, and, afWt 
a paiRe, went on: “ Here’s a list I’ve made. H you l/t any' 
of the^^oplc get in here. I’ll shoot ’em in fheir tracks. 
Mind you look out, now ! ’ . 

* The young*girl took the*slip of pajxi^ and left the rooim 
frowning thoughtfully. She was very quick at feeltrfg 
ether pfcople’s moods, and sh^ ^flcw» thaH>9tqpthing*con- 
nectedfwith James Peele had disturbed her {*randfathe^ 

In the hall, she met ttie LaJy'IIenriytta and Peele,, 
and stood quite still as tht<5i approached, an involuntary 
tribute to the wonderful *beaujty, oP the woman in the 
shimmerihg silvet-eoloured gows. , 

"^ow do you do. Miss ‘Pam Peele shook hands 
with her and then asked fopn'jws^of her grandfather. , 
“He is not very wcil^ he has the gout horriSly, poor, 
dear, bn’t it a pity ? ” • • * , 

"It is^deed.” \ ** ' i 

The Lady Henrietta‘patted her arm as Peel-j'^spoke, 
and after a short pause, said ldndly,*"^You loolfill, Pam, 
what is it, a headache ? ” * * * ^ • 

" No. I am troubled about somct|jing—I slept badly.” 
“ You are young to be troi'Jsled, d«ar. • Perhaps we can 
help you, ^hen the people lia’id gone apd we can betquiet*” 
Panf shoojc her Bead.. “ No, you can’t,” she ^id almo^ 
ui^aciously. “ No one can, but I’ll be all right.” ^ ' 
, As, she spoke she noticed a telegram th^t ijcale had 4n 
Ins hand. “ Is that for me ?* she .added, si^ 4 )ris^. , 
‘'¥^. 1 found a servant looking you|” retomod the 
dLady Henrietta, “ atod I said I’d ^ve to 
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■Phe young girl^opened the message,was very long 
and*read*it»slowly, a slow flush creeping up'her face. 

Pam t ” “lie Lady Hepufetta shook her fingei 
^UytuUy tt‘ ihet ^ she spoke. “ ^ “never sawo you 
olush bmor<! i' •> #. ^ ' * 

“ I—it^is^omethifig very.good and kiiid. t —I must go, 
Lady Hennitta.V Tiftning she ran swif% up thfe shallow 
OE^en stairs, .wlien- she had reached ho- room and .bolted 
the door, slj,e sat dpwn and rB-read tha telegram. 

"Have seen R.^ dt.said;'" and will net (froUblu you 
again, ftm stapng on here'as long as<she needs me, and 
if I call bd-of fase to you hi finy way wire me Langham, 
^arfd I will come. I promise not to say a word to you about 
myseK, ForUod's sake do nothing about P. Without telling 
yoilr grandfather. God bless you and as long as f live I 
am at your di^osifion. Permanent addrcss,*Wew Coloniai 
Hank, Melbourne. Chamley Burke.” ♦ 

Fgr a long^ipie the girl sat musing. He^w?s very 
goad, Chamlfy BurUe, and very unselfish, and hre Icte 
for* her was strong aipd sincere, It was a pity tlAit she 
had not fallen hi love with Ipun! , 

At last putting tfee telfegraii. in her pocket,, she went 
down stairs again. ; 
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Evely¥, cittiiig^n a low cKaif In tb^ ikift of her wedding 
gown, while her maiil changed^er satin shw^s for% very 
smart p«iir of patent lealhCT.b(X)ts, wept sdftlyf daBbing 
her eves with her handkerchief which she had rolled iiitd 
a ball.* ^ - 

Pam, stkding by the dressing-table, very brect, her 
ha^ds J)ftund ter, looked oik in stem dis:y)proval. 

“ Your J)Owling in tliis way is a charming Aibute to yout 
husband,’’ she observed drily, in Fjench. , 

Bwelyij sniffed. " I know i^; it’s ‘awful, |jut I can't 
help it. • I’m so nervous I could die.”, 

The bride’s French brought^ fafnt smile lo her cousin’s 
mouth, but that critical persoi onl^ nodijed. “ Want some 
orange-flowjr water ? I’ll get you seme of Uncle Dick’s,” 
she a^ed in English after a psi^ise? « 

” No thanks. Pam, is my nose red ? ” 

” Red as a beet. Reaify^ Ev)^ I'ti be raging if I wer^ 
Sir George. Why are you crying?” 

Evelyi'rose suddenly, uhhooked her sjjijl, .stepped out 
of it, and kiBking it aside v^ith ^n indifference that alarmed 
Pam, said to her iftaid, “ You may go, darkness, ar^lVtey 
I want you. I’ll ring, ,Pam,’i she went on hurriedly, as 
the door closed, “ Mamma will be lording in a mftiute, and 
I musl tell you first. Look here* and you’Jl see why I 
cry.” * 

Opening a*drawerpf her wrifing-tablc?, she^took dut a 
book^md a letter and handed them to the now thoroughly 
alarmed Pam. • 

•” A Bible! My dear Evy, yov aren’t crying alou^ a 
Bible »Bujt her jocular tone failed ^er as ^ha^lpi^ 
at the open fetter. 



V' Ml. DEAE BvELVK,-r i KDdmf JOU A Bible as , 
wpdding giff. ^Please let i1* be ^ne one ^ou use. And now 
•wtiting ^ou for ^Jie time, I ^ onJy^ repeat what yor 
know^Vhajt It jfiall never forget you and never love aliyrf)n« 
else. Yo^Ka^e^made your.choice, aqa I',pray that yoi 
ihay btf happy. at least have all ttje comforts 

to which you (me* used. I am £oing tb Africa with the 


Bishc^ of Natal, l may te able lo do^c 
“ Good'bye agfain, and yqd bless you! 

< ' > “ r crt 


do^ome good tiiere. 


Cecil“M5recambe.” 


‘ L Pam read the letter twice and then looked up with 
a frown at;,which the bride trembled. . ‘ 

^ ‘^You jiave been writing each other all the**time,” she 
said sternly.' . ' * » 

“Oh, Paai^ I«couldn’t help it. I—I iSve, I meaif, I 
* Wed him so.” * 


How^dkii^'ou get Ris letters ? ” > ^ . 

" He us^ to send them to Mary Kirke.” * * 

" Mary Kirko! WeJI, and* so you have been having a 
—a love-correspondency while you were engaged. I must 
say, Evelyn, I arlV' a^hamed'of you. There cs nothing so 
loathesome as a sneak 1 , And now—you are Lady Chesney 1 
“ You have no right to call me a sneak, Pam Yedland.” 
^ " Yes, I have, bec^us^ j\)u are one. And a coward, or 
you' ^ould not have given Ctcif up, just because he was 
jpoor. Bah I tow he must despise you 1 ” ^ 

Evelyn sknk*into the chair at her dressing-table and 
wept, with an utter disregard dor her oose which Pam’s 
prdctiAd mind at dnce observed. 

“Now.stop c?yin^,” phe'Said, ^vlng her flaccid cousin 
an energetic shake. “ you’ll look like a boiled lobster if 
you don’t. Come, here’s, camphor; smell if hard, never 
mini if it does bum. ^et hot water, a^d rose-water. 
And I’m going to bum this Jettei* of Cfcil’s,*'and you 
must just try and forget all about him; it’s all yoh can 
io now.’*, . . . 

A fe\^ minutes later tHe bride, with a scrap of old batiste 
iO{iked fri rose ^ter tenderly wrapped ab6ut*h*/ nose, 
at with dfWDcn^t but dry eyes before her glass, while 
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Pain’s deft hands, braided ^d arranged Her haif for the 

last time. ‘ * * » * * 1 

“ You see, Evy# I told you lon| ago, wh^ ^6 §rst 
posod, \hat it \^ould be as easy as rolling o|.a l<jg, ttj just 
tell grandfather that you wotifi marry Jifm. ^d I told 
him—Cecil*-that, too.” , • 

“ You tell everybody flings, Pam,” ijetu^ed Evy with 
a moveiftent of not inexcusable sesentnipnt. “ You alwi^ 
did thiiik ,yoii cqufd (fo evtfrytlung.^ Jusf wait tmtil yo« 
get into a muddle, an^ see how Aisy it is fo got out (j^ it 1 
Pam’s^ands faltered fJt a*qi 08 [ient in theis wo* among 
the speaker’s honey-coloured* tresses, and then with a 
peculiar Uttle smile, she answered gaily, “ I latow, ]p^y, 
you poor thing, I am horriljjy arbitrary, but then yo]i 
see wheifl caa see *my way one bit,* I never hesitate— 

never ”* ' • • 

” I suppose you think I saw my. way with pcil writing 

fras^tic letKrf to me, and Sir George gettih^ 

engaged,to me almost before I knew it! ” * 

Pam bent down and kissAl her bof chtfelj, in a sudden 
impulse ol pity. “ Poor Evy^ Vm *)rry 1 was so cross, 
dear, but ybu know what a ficiyl ^f a tem])er I have. 
There! Your hairl^* fierfect; look.at it sideways. 1 I 
ring for Harkness now and go 3own. Grandfather told me 
not to desert him. All Jtic Hoirori have found hin\ ou) 
in the Red Room and he’s fl^ving an awjul time ! 

As slwNwent downstairs she met her aunt*ascertuing. 

“ Your gtandfather wants >»3U, Pam,”'Mrs. Maxse said 

“and your uncle*too.” , 

“ AU right. Aunt RosamuneJ; I’ll gj> to graddfathe 
first, and then’4'11 come to Une^e pick. Don.t .et Evi 
cry again, or Sir George will refuse to,take her! 

Lord Yedand’s pleasant Jjttle plai> of seeing, m hi 
retreat, unlj* those people who^fiid not .tore 
couise.been toded, and \^en Pam entered the Rfi 
shriound him struggling in a tog of conversation wthth 
wife of a neighbouring squire who, being y^i 
in^b^,,took for granted in all others a 
those Vnta^gly exemplar little creato*, |na w 
, f6r the last quarto *of an hour bjpnN^^mg to th 
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old gentleman yn the merits of hey o\^ pet hives, and tb 
glaring defacts of othesrs. ‘ ^ 

“,Bb, Pam.'^y dear,” JLord‘Yg()Iana.exclaiimed with tha 
enthq^iasrift cwaiahty with which one ^eets one’s resipue: 
from* I {^ou know Iijrs. Bevis, 1 tKunk ? She has 

been t^’li^g me th6 most mchatUing things about her bees.*' 
“ Indeed! How delightful. jBut yoo mustn't be selfish, 
^gndfather,^ aiid keep Mrs. Bevis alkto yourseli, Have 
you seen, .the ro^ ? ” she addpd, tumii.g to the good lady 
with a sweetness tkat bro^ight an instantly ‘repressed grin 
to Lold Yeoiand’s face. , , 

„ A'moment later Mrs. Btviyhad buttonholed the Marquis, 
'and was shouting into his better ear a few polite questions 
ab^t his health, which cunningly led the vnay to api¬ 
culture, dndtPam had escaped. 

She stoo<| for^a few minutes on the lawn, sighiitg With 
f ..felief, her face relaxed into troubled lines, her br^ws drawn 


together. . 

t “ ‘ Ju^ Y'ait until I get into a muddle,’ ” she said aloud, 
quoting Evelyn’^ wprds to h®: with a short laugh. “ A 
muddle! ” Catching sight^as she spoke, of the Duchess 
at one of the drawing-roonv windows, the young girl turned, 
and crossing the lawil, Went into the, ruin and <ran up the 
stairs to the top of the tower. The block of wood whose 
failme as a foothold had forced her to be present at Peek’s 
iiropofal to the Lady Henrietta the year before, was still 
uthere, anjf eitting down on it, the girl rested her chin on 
her hands, and. tried to thipk. ^ 

It was hard for her to force her. thoughts into any definite 
chaufti for theyi/were wide-spread and disconnected, 
undecided and confusedT \ " •' '< 

Peek’s tiresence had. been a shock to her, the more so 
because of the Duchess's interrupted confidepce on the 
evening before. As she hpdt told Evelyn, whenever she 
could" see hgr way she had no hesiiation about boldly 
'otaking it, regardless of possible or inevitable results, but 
here she could see no way. ^ 

E^yerytiing* seemed, since she has decided that f’eelefs 
future dfciiended mpre or less on her, once mare^aiWhirl 
of indecisionVfor tb^ Lady Henrietta bad again come int« 
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Jhe foreground, and Her rigfcte loomed l^fore the girl** 
eyes, • ® * * . ’ » ’ * 

Peele had come, the B^dy Het^ett^ had^ftnobtruBivelJ', 
assum^ a rfght'olf ownership over hM,.'and Aipadia* 
seedied, at bes^ oidy a dream. j o *, / ^ • 

To Pam’s ifhpatifent mind howling was so itedjiening. 
as this indecision. j*“ If I could only decido whai to do,” 
she told herself with a fsdwn, " I could dcfit if it Wll^, 
me, but' ihe more } think the less I can tell wha(t \TOuld 
be best'do? him. • And after’alJ, 1 mayj)ejust a vain fool 
to imagine that he cares that much for met- He ftiight 
forget ali about me in six miinthB, and she cOuld "fielif me' 
in a thousand ways. And she’is beautiful, and good, and 
kind, and -I aJh brown and ugly and—illegitimate, ,'dr 
perhaps I’m not that any more, since father,and mother 
are. manted.” ^ 

As she arrived at this irrevelevant point in'her musings,, 
her quick ear caught the sound of jfootstcps dq the ruip 
andoshe ^t up listening. She knew, tfcfore'ne appeared. 
in the stdrway that it was Peele, and tjiat he had followed* 
her. ^ ^ * 

" Well I""” he said coming t«war<Ss her.j 
" Well ? ” ’ She did not move as she looked up with 
a nod,“ You look vcty fmart 'n that.coat.” 

“ Do I ? I’m glad. Pam, what are you doing here ? ” 

“ Sitting on a block of woqd and—glowering.” , ■ 

" I can see that much. I saw yob coming, and—I came 
too.” . 

" I can s^ that much. ^Vhs^t do you want ? ” 

Peele leaned agfiinst the par apet and folding hi'j 
smiled at her. “ Yoji »re in jdftpV temper, aren t 
you ? ” he asked. ■ • 

“ Yes. I am in a devilish tenlper. *1 wjsh you’d go 
aviray and le^e me.” } , ‘ ^ 

“ Do 5 < 9 U rfedly, Pqjn ? ” ' ‘ 

She met his eyes, steadily. “Yes. Why did yea wme 
to the wedding at all ? I saw your ‘ regrete' mys^f.’ 

““ Henrietta wired me.” 

,Wq}l. I wire you.’ 

" Pam, stand up.” 





^ '".Thaaoks, I am very con^ortabfc.” 

, " Stand up,*I say,” fie Sjpokf v€*y^ quietly, but, 1 


_, 

“ ^ torn foti \h^e that Itwould not'" < 

' "Hlai was in 4lt^dfa, This is li% and i^: has to 1 
faced.” { [ . ' ' 

* •There was a lon| pausq, durin| which she made such a 
effort to stop feeling and to begin to think, that she gre^ 
very Dale. * ® \ r « ^ o 

. “,Pau», wijl you marry me T ”* 

“ If I said yes,” she faltked, “ what would you say t( 
Ifcnriettf^? ” ' 

I shpuld tell her the truth, and ask her forgiveness 
It have dond nothing but think about it, :md it’s the only 
way. Dealt ’ 

’• His eyes were full of tears as he spoke, and fihe tears so 
se>ftene(^ isA changed hir, face that she longed to pu^ihis 
•head to hA' breast and comfort him as a mothef does her 
child. Then he said Ijer name, very softly, “ P^,” and 
“ the way ” she had h^n tieeking opened before her. He 
needed her so ihuch ^that^all her objectiens and her 
perplexities shrunk to nothingness. She musP become his 


, With a great heart throb she. was about to answer him, 
wheif something broke,the encompassing quiet. ” Jim 1 
* Jim, are*y6u here*? ” 

* It was Hefifietta Shanjdin’s voice in the refectory 
beloij. “ Jim / ” 

• Panf drm her h&ds from Peele and putting them behind 
her, whispered the o^e ^ord, “ go.” 

“ I cannot. Fow marry me." 

'* I will not: Never. Go.^” 

” JTou have no^right tOfChbp and change like this. You 
must mjrryi. me !*” ” ^ ^ ^ 

" Jim, are you there ? ” called the other woman trom 
below., tanj looked straight at him. “ I have Jbeen 
foot to jf/aver; I alway^ knew that you must keep^yflor 
promise fb KJct.. Gj*.” " ‘ 
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And without a word, he 1^ her. 

” “I saw you»scoiJdi% away by yourself^ you uxaKxaasie 
creature,” his ficmcie ds he feach^ * the grousd, 

“ and I rather hpped y^ might be hera ^"jip;,±ow*})4J(J . 
you dre I W^at js it ? You are not ill aj^ain 
Pam listened eagerly, leaning against I^a^pet where 
he had le^ed. • ’ . . ^ ' 

“ III ? Of couf3e I’m not. I saw that’ bc j-woman search¬ 
ing fon another victim, and I hohed,, that’s'all. Whrft k 
lovely ol(J place ^tHis IS.” ♦ , ^ ’ 

“Yes. Do you remember P Jini ?” ’ H(;r voirp was 
suddenly very tender, uhd' Papi gave a forced n<yi «f 
approval as she listened. ’> ^ ’ 

“ If lie isn’t,nice to her. I’ll kill him,” the girl thought, * 
hugging the thorn to her breast. > ’ , 

Then, suddenly, she drew^a quick breath and closed her 
eyfe. ’ 

“ Henny,” Peelc was saying, yery distinctly, " I ani 
sailing f*r South Africa four. weiiks ifrom-W-day, with 
Miller. Will you marry me before I go ? ” ; 

Pam heard no answer, but she khew' t^at the Lady 
Henrietta was crying in Peel^ s asms, f 



‘ CHAPTEi^ V 

Ir '*■ 

' ** < * 

Two hours later Pa(n-kno^(;d at Lord Yefolai^d's’ddor. 

Gfandfatiier, I have come,to,ask i. favour of you! ” 
t ' The old man looked hp^'from the fire he had every 
iVming, ayen in the spring days. 

favour ? You have only to ask, Parh.” a*’ 

‘The young •girl came to the; fire and, sat down, her white 
d^essing-go^yn faUing gracefully about hei', and tinged 
. with pink by the dancing flames. u 

t May I^tr my G-andmother’s emeralds, tomight 1 ” 
• “ Yom* Gcandmbther’s emeralds! What in the name' of 
il that’s irrelevant has put thepi into your head, my»dear ? ” 
" I don’t know, but I snould love to wear them. , It isn’t,” 
she added, “ as if they wfer@ cut, you know. Lots of people 
will think they are chiysoprase.” , 

“That’s true. W;.ll, yer, f see no reason why you 
should not wear them. Is there any particular reason why 
JrouShould?” 

Pam drew one rf her long plaits thoughtfully through 
her hands. ^ ^ 

“ Yes, G. F., dear, there is a reason. You see, Pam is 
l^Mifgovery pale to-night, and dreadfully like Cally, and 
as she is to go to»her first ball, she warts to look well.” 

“ Theeftieraldswill<l(e very unbecoming, if you are pale.” 
" Y^es. They win make me paler, but people will think 
that bt ts they that'make me p^e, do you see t" 

“ rsee. And if will not be the eme"alds ? ” 

" No, Grandfather.” ' ■ i e 

“ I woitder,” the old man leaned over and laid his hand 
>n (her sljibulder as he spoke, " I wonder, Pam, whetheiP 
had*4ot^tter tell me what it is ? ” 

^he did ni^t ansr^r, and he went on, a little wistfull]^ 



.A 

“• I don’t want to ffirce y*uj confidence, my* dear, but/ 
we have always»bben good fri«nds.". • • . * • 

“ Grandfather,*^ sh^eturned, loiking^t him,* 

this. Mr. Peeltf disked me to marry hiM thh.%ftemoonJ« 
afld I refused" • *• ' 

“ Pee)e! ’• Shd did not hotice that the Adtman ex¬ 
pressed *0 surpjjSe. , I 

“ * . ... 

TheVe was a Iqng 4 )aiise, aifd thei» addgd quietly, 

“ Tha4’s»why. .May I have tbymefa(ld% ? ” 

" You may have all Ae ^meralds if youVant’ftn. Or < 
perhaps—perhaps you’d ratiie» have the 'diamoncft, inw 
dear ?" * ^ ^ 

The gifl rdse, and burst into a merry laugh, ."^h, 
Grandfather, what, a lamb* you are! Na, tliank ydu, 
djares? old »an, I don’t»want the* diyrmnds, and I'm 
glad I tqjd you, but we won’t say any mor^Mut it.” • # 
" No,” returned Lord Yeoland jn^mptly, ‘‘«cpt a worej.” 

* fam ^elS out her hand, gfateful lor Ins ifotbearanry, 
and tlisy shook hands gravely, as Jwo pen might hate 
done. Then she flung the tqjl of’her gowr. over her anu * 
and went to the door. “ Will^ oy ^'ndtl^m up to my room ? 
Or shall Pifly fetch them ? ” • • 

“ filgrim had better, fetch dhefli, tny dear.” ' 

When he was alone. Lord Yeoland sat for a long time 
staring at the fire. HeWlad ask?d fio questions and fnadfc 
no protest, but Pam’s confirmation oi the sto^y he had* ' 
heard tkat morning had.«lade him sad. ,^^is»l)Ians for tlx; 


girl had b^bn many, and, he tiow knew instinctively that 
they had come t(f naught. * •** » 

It had been quite 9ub of his«re«koning Uaat the girl should 
fall in love with a man she coiildnM marry, bht even if 
he had been unprovided with cfata ofi the subjec^, one 
look at hei*white face would have bein sufficient tg con¬ 
vince hipi that she ^Jid love Pecle. • , * 

Y4h«n Pilghm came in Hor the jewels, which th^old man*« 
had had brought to him, she found him still, brooding^ 
aver the fire. • . * | * • 

^'You.weie right, Jane,” he said, witbou1|loiAing up, • 
‘^she has told me heijeff.” * * * 



''Oh, ;ny Lord^ told yotf hfersell!' My poor Pam, my 
child, my deasie*! ” ^ t r ' ^ , 

^ »«»^Jes*. But yop were wrong,' I told you, about Mr. 
c—about ^entSeman in question. He asked her to marre 
him arfd sh^ reftiSed. That was all.” 

Pilgririi (f.asped her hands and gave a sort of groan of 
rehef. “ Thank God, my Lord, thank God ! I am an old 
fsolj your Lordship, ever to think snything else was 
possible, but I ’fve'seen ’ow we wore looked askant at 
always^ and I’ve ’eaiU 'talk 4 ^ong the servants, and then, 
a^ Tqfpii^gton' she a-goin’ in,/er, hin.iocence to ’is very 
'■quse every day ! An, 'er L^yship’s maid talking about 
thtriengagqnent ’ ’ 

The poqr woman’s voice broke and she pressed one 
bony hand hard to her mouth to hide its trembling. 

Lord Yeol?j?fiilooked at hei kindly. " Well, vfe'l, my 
good creature,” he said after a pause, and holdmg up a 
slender gol(i.idJlet on wliich gleamed a great pear-shaped 
dabochon emerald, take this up to her, and t? is cas^, 
a%d just tell her, ivill you,, that she is to—tS) keep 
them.” ' 1 f 

" Oh, my Lord ! ' ’Ow glad ohe will be ! Thapk you, my 
Lord, that is, I ’ave no "pusiness to thank your Lordship, 
but-” 

^ The old man waved his hqpd at her in gentle impatience. 
“ Theie, there Jane, that will do,^ quite understand. And 
‘ I wish to tfcll you'that 1 appreciate all your love for and 
tare of my 'gran i-daughter. I—I shall provide for your 
old age. Now please go,” he .-'dded hastily, pointing to 
Ihe'tiobr, “ I don t Vdsh for any thanks; you are a faithful 
servant and friend and^ I shall prc’/ide for you. Just 
ring for rhy man, will you ? ” 

Pilgrim rushed i^om the room, to burst into tears in the 
hall,,so that when she ^eiit to Pam, that young lady 
turned frow het with a gesture of despair. “ Great 
heavens, PUly, you have been crying and" your nose is 
as red,aS Evelyn’s was! I seem to be haunted by fiery- 
eywd, glossy-faced weephig-willows to-day I Ah, ydh h^Vt 
t^m. ^Giv,; tljem^to me.” , t 



PAM *307 

• • » ' * 

She had arrajjed 1»er,hair something jn.thj Vay the 

Parisian hairdresser had tr^d to teac^ Pilgfim, parted sfid 
rolled back .into,* soft nnot on* the najpe*of ie»n^If; tt 
lopke^, for S(jme,reason, lighter, done yi^,wa^;^»d the 
waves over her eaus were shot vyth coi>}K’ry redfc \ 

“ This ^merald «s so big no on» \«1J brieve* it’s real,” 

she jjbserved, sAtling the fillet firmly on her head gmjj 

securiag it. “ M^ces me pide, to<v doesn’t she 

added^ watching fhe maid’s pollen^fyejn the ^ass. 

“You*are pale ^yway tomight, Pam.i’ Pilgjim an¬ 
swered, laying one nanci*oif,tliy girl’s bare*shoindei*wifh( 
unwont*ed tenderness. • ^ ^ 

“ Mn I ? Hard luck, at my first ball, isn’t Vt ? Hw- 
ever, I ath never pretty, so ij doesn’t much piafter.’’ • 

“ Neyer prjtty! 'you aren’t a wax doll, like some, if 
tlfet’s*what you mean.” * « 


“ It is.* Exactly what I mean. ,^Has my V^pquet copie 
up?” » • • • * t • • 

* It’s* here. I’m just oj'ening the pa)x'r. Oh, Pam, 
Miss Pam, I mean, whatevfrjiossessed ydu yo order them 
nasty snaky things! ” , • * , 

The desjiised ilowers were exquisite palc-green orchids 
splashed w^th velveij' brown andvlytc streaks. 

P^ laughed. “ Ydu goo*se, it took half an hour’s 
coaxing, and an order ffsm (SrAidiither to get thejr»ouf 
of MeWhirter ! They are Bis very' finest orchylsj ” < 

“ Bu^they are green, ^d you will loo^lilq; a ghost! 

" Silly Hilly! I shdl be la dream of bequty. Now 
hurry up and dreis me, or'l’ll be late fpr dinner ! ”#* t ^ 
Hdf an hour later, thg younfjgifl knockg^l at the Duchess s 
door, and went into* the room when^Her Grace‘was deep 
in the mysteries of the toilet of the young-looking woman 
of sixty-fiv% , • 

Several rod curls lay on the ^dressing, table, and rouge 
pots ai^ poyder-boxes •yawned boldly in ^he* electric 
lighft,*but the Duchess was quite unconcerned ^ver the^ 
yposufe. . , • I * , ■ 

*■ How d’ye do, my dear,” she said sociablj^ fpvdenng 
her fc*se* •■What a bfeautiful frock.» Jdst^o into (he 
ofiier room for a mihute, will you^’ sh^ ad^d to ber^ 





PAM 


Wiid, gome on ay me aoor clcfeed, “/shejll glue her ear to 
the,key]ioll, never mind. ^One ha§(,tfo pretend to a 
.cerfaiti re^rye. Bamri harve neWior you! " , 

“ H^^e. J'ou pj' Pam looked at her \jith brave eyeg, 
but her lyjids1:reiftbled as she,smoothed her glpves. 

'* Yes. About Hepny. 'They are to be married in 
three weeks! ^^1lat do you think of that*? ” 

•"'5 Amvery^lad.’' , ' * 

" And st> am 1*1 ftenny if a que^r mortal, not a bit 
like me, and I. anf afw&ys 1?!mpted to teas^ h&, bhtT am 
glad, f I liiink, Jim may be hipp'.er 'Eoo, when they are 
oqce married. He is going-but in Albert Miller’^ Com- 
mi^on thtrweek after the wedding, but ^at can’t be 
helped.” . 

Pam stared.* " But sjjie will^go with him! ” 

" Henny ?'•7^3'South Africa V Not she, my dear. •• She 
Is* a wretched sailor, and can’t stand roughing it at all. 
Shd will ftit> ».t hQme"an(? get the house rerdy, They 
aife to have Ihy house in Berkeley Square. The tflne v^ll 
pass quickly enough, pai;ticularJy as they are to haVe new 
plumbing put In. How’^ my complexion ? ” - 

Pam examined hkr criricall^! “ I’d rub off r. bit under 
your right eye. Yes^ that’s better; well, I’ll'go down 
and not bother you. 1 am viry glad. Duchess.” * 

, TTve dressing-room was r;mpty when she entered it, but 
a mom‘'ent later Sir Henrj' Pocking’fon and Peele came in. 

“ My uiicte was I little worse,this evening. Sir Henry,” 
]^am explainSd,^^aking hapds ^th him, “3911^ aunt 
is lat» Hdw do you do, Mr. Peele ? ” , 

‘ ” How do you do,*lliss Yeoland ? ” 

Sir Henry, of \^nom Ps^m Had alvfhys been rather a pet, 
looked at her adnpriA'gly. “ Well, Miss Pam, I suppose 
you allow Ine to ob«rve that you are lool^ing lovely. 
,Lovel*/, by Jove!’^’ 1 

; “I am, glad you think so. My maid told me the elneralds 
^ and orchids made me too pale,” she returned with ftiviJ 
carelessr. 4 s. 

, “^ot,9^'bit, not a bit. * 1 hate your apple-faced womesa,* 

don’t you^ l 4 ele ? ’’ . i • 

“ I do ind«*d." 



I’AM (B9 

, I 

■ “ And I must sa)^” SirflAiry went ®n, pufUpg oi\ hil 
rimless pince-tfel and Iboking dot^ af Jtlie top of the 
girl’s head^ “ thaj I n^^i*saw iiich4air, ifl mv life*! *-»• ^ 

Pam laughed. " Here comes Aunt 'Rosii^Ai,” shi 
iaid, “ an(Ht iS^time she (|id. Sir HAfy*is^s^iling me 
most dreadmlly,jAunt RosamtncL" * t ’ 

Mrs. 1daxse,» plainer^ than ever in h^r stone*coloured 
satin gown, her eyes swollen with teart, laughed neiwcusJy, 
"Ah, Mr. Peele," she, cri^d, shaking hands with the 
eldeffntan,*" my father bas*j'|Bt tel3 me the news. How 
delightful it is! ^ > * » *» . 

Para passed her arm affet;ti6nately through that of Jhh 
poot woman who had lost her only comfort. V»Z)o«n'tshir' 
look as^thoifgh weddings delighted her ?" th? girhasked 
gently, " poor Aunt Rosamund, jusjt think how soon *shc 
will baclfl" ' • ^, 

Then* as more guests arrived, she went to the windi^/ 
near whiclj Peele was standing, fewkipg oyi! into the pose- 
*gtu:deiT^ and held out her hand to him. ^ * t 
" I ^lope you will be ver^ happy,’’, she^aid simply. 

" Thinks.” He did not toke her )iand, hor did he look 
at her as Ije spoke. ’ • ^ , 

" You are not apgry with me*?" 

Me turned, his-lace expressionless, " Angry ? ’’ he re¬ 
peated coldly, " certainly noi. , Why should I be angr^; 
you are a very wise vtoman; ^thmg else would* have 
been pitiable folly.’’ < 

Pa^g her, he saufltered through 41 k open window, 
and a moment Jater, ar. sh6 stood talking to thj Lady 
. Henrietta, he c^e back, carefully breaking the Aidn iff 
a rose he had picke4, and then putting it*in his coat. 



CHAPTER. VI 

' I 

To Lord' Yeolaild's^ unspeakable and' unspoken relief, 

■ Pam djd not r^ui to' the^subject of Peele, nor (ffd she 
' vifiiblp pine. ,The change in'her* was so slight as to be 
'upjiodced by every one except her Grandfather and 
' Pilgrim, alii to comfort them at first by th^ thought that 
shg possibly did not much care, after all. ' 

Pilgrim, indeed, had, in her satisfaction on heating of 
Peek’s propcoaMor a time considered everything to be In 
' order, for according to the good woman’s simple ''ethics, if 
Patn had^wS^ttd P^eld' sh'i’d have taken hini. But 
n^iid’s eyes were sharper than those of many mothers, and 
several small signs observed byher combined little by little 
to teach her thdt bravely as shft hid it, Pam had had'd serious 
blow, and still sufiefed uadet if. 

The girl lay awake at aight instead of sleepirig, and her 
eyes, more like the monkey’s' than tver, were heavy. She 
was yery cheerful, reading aloud oto Dick Maxse, who was 
a htdd better, playing cards wtfi him, and trying in a 
twyish way that wis not without a shade of pathey;, tc do 
for her aunt Vaiddus little things that had alwaj's fallen to ^ 
Evelyij’s share. . ‘ . 

'Every morning slie read the Times to her grandfather, 
and he on<;e saw how, aftp'r rbdingSvfth unfaltering voice 
a letter on the Soi^th'“African Commission in which much 
was said of Janies Peek, every bit of colour left her face. 

^ Theirold man shpok his heacl as she went on, to the next 
article; i| was, after all, then, as.seriohs as Ije had^at first 
thought, but he did not speak of it, ' " 

■ A we^^had passed, aftejr the wedding, and Ratty ha(J 
gone- bach to Oxford, after a final interview wifti Bis 
cousin in 4^hrch his ^ttitude had been one of ridpair inixed 



with patronage, an<^ hers <)n* of rathei^ uiftisi^ patian^*' 
* “ I am sorry,«Ratty,”tshe .said, at parting,‘'but Wl 
couldn’t ever nwiry ‘vou under afiy cojSideratian \^t- 
ever. I reaJly thihk yo?d better stop tliiiiking,^it.^ \ 
•“Just lili a*girl. You always weie*!® idct,* Pam,*' 
returned ttft swain, sending % showor of gr^ei over ihe 
lawn with a sa\^e kick, " as if I toUl4 st(^ tliinking of it.” 

^e girl laughfd. j'Then try to •remember hywy^M 
alwa^ despised ^e, that ought to*be^ comfort. Think 
whatUa idipt J am and afwiiy^wa^;» hpw tliin I am ; how 
much I look like Cally; y^ surely, in your sane woments,^ 
don’t want a wife who looks like that, do ydu * *, 

Caliban, who came hirplin| along over (he gi;ass to\^dg, 
her, *aft^ a *hort voyage of discovery in the shrubbery, 
muttering with n^any griryaccs, in the u,sual disnluaion 
(jf e^j^lorersf was certainly not attractive, and Ratty, 
burying his hands in his trousers ixickiirs, burst int» 
reluctant laughter. », , 

•»“ Yo/l afe a wonder, Pam!* I declare,* I riirn’t believe 
there’i^another like you on the facj of the earth. Th4re 
are a dozen girls even in th*i!^dead-and-aliv(^ neighbourhood* 
who are a thousand times prettier tfi^i you, and who can 
play, or phint, and all that, wlfiU you can't do a thing, 
and*yet, a fellow ail’t get y(ju oht •{ his head ! ” ^ ‘ 

Pam looked up sudcfenly from her occupation of stroking 
Caliban, her eyes alight* v^itfi ifitorest. “ Really, i^tty ? 
Do you honestly think tliat—thtit ‘a^ellow pan’t get me , 
out of iris head ? ’ I n»<tn, that I shouiy /c hard to forget 
, altogether*? ” , » 

Ratty shrugged his shoulders, a 4rick he hacilaanyd 
from the girl herself., “ If you are thinking of Lassels,” 
he returned with sullen malice* ‘‘.J don’t think that his 
attentions at the ball meant mudh. IWn ^ fool about you, 
sometimes* but Lassels is going to be \he Marquis of Bud- 
combe*my^ood gifl, you must remember.” • 

raised»her eye-brcVs, looking at him^with a gentlf^ 
scorn that made him uncomfortable. “ Try n§t to be a 
c^, Ratty," she said quietly^ holding cwt 1^<L 
"The dpg-cart is there, and Aunt Rosamuiti {fiking^ let • 
yju. * GooQ-bye." 



*''^'•1'./'**°“ the «ek^ 

ftct that his wife 

.♦(Nreft d*ghter, now dev^ed moit ofW time to 
him thhnJ ever ttfcre, sought distraction A a Md flirtation 
^ one'of his nuf^,, a pretty youn^wom^ from St 
Thoi^s; Loi€ Yeoland had two bacidays •and was 
Utteilagain ; J‘am took long walle in the late aftenlBt.ns 
I P^sseJ the r 4 '«t 6f her 1 ;im^ with oae or the otter of 
. her revives; Pilfrilh*stu^efi her Mistress with ctltbmbk 

• tjiai^at oddly on her gaunt l^ce.* 

• One day Pam and Mairffe Jtad what the suffering ne’er- 

• doVeel cal^a “ naked-soul talk.” 

_ “ But Perry is pretty,” he protestid innocently, 
in feply to a vigorousjexpostukition from the girl. 

“ Of course ^ is pretty, but—oh well, Ulicle Dick, fer 
Vman who says he is going to live only six months, you 
really are oiwdy, horridi* 

y‘ Why irrf I hornd ? ” lie persisted with o^e cJi: his «.fd' 

, graceless gnns. “ What on earjh do I do ? ” • 

“ Well, couhln’t ypu ^ssildy take your drops,without 
kissing her hand ? ’* . • 

Pam, very erect in & hig^-backed (jhair, Caliban in her 
arms, looked at him seriously as she sJ>oke, and he tifmed 
a^little so that he could sef l{er at his ease. 

Without kissing het Jiand ?« V/ell yes, if you put it in 
that way, J supposs I could, biA then, why should I ? ” 

Don’t you think it would b^nore dignified ? ' 

He Ipurst out laughing. ” Dignified ! My dlar Amelia,* 
c» J^off imagine, iff your wildest flights of imagination, 
Richard Allison Jtyce Maxise,« being tlignified ?” 

" I can Imagine hinAtrying,” she answered drily. 

" Tljen you can'^o more than I can, my dear. Why 
look hgre, Pam, I’ll be as dead'as Queen Anne in^ix months’ 
jime, and theg’ll airange me niceW in & coffin,’with flowers 
'*and all that, and then what will happen ? *The ‘ (hgnity 
of death^’»as ^ts say, will turn away from me, and there 
wonlt be sne bit of ‘ majesty ’ or ‘ peace' or any ofhere<ff 
the jisuaf^ci tlyngs about me; I'lJ look just I (j^now 
when I m asleep—like a poor devfl who has had his dauf. 



and done aD those tl^ogs h« oflght not to haVe 
to go back to IfeS Perryllfirsbname Daisy])*’’ ke reso^ 
with unab^hed Cheerfn|^, " live iis(^»W haild^a^ 
WMk.now, and Iteuldn’t stop or it would hurt he*4w!lings.",J 
Pam rose^» “ Well, at least be careful del to 4uft Aunt 
Rosamund’s feelijigs; let h'enhave Some ni^ %ings*to 
rememb^ abouiyou.” * ’. ♦ . 

Sweet as r«mem6ered kisses, ’after, death,/’! ^ 
chuckled, as she left •the rpom? • < , 

On ♦her Way* downstairs sbojmct-h servant with some 
letters for her, and’^oii^ i-jto the library Sat d(^\Wjby an 
open window and read them.* * * * • 

Th^ first was a short note from her mother, yaitten from. 
St. Jeano de TLuz, and containing the news tl^t sh#; and 
Sacheverel were thinking of going to Japan in a yacht With 
somejfiends.* • , 

Pam ^ave a short laugh, w'hich was no^l mirthful, and* 
took up her second letter, which ♦las from th*.Duchess.: 

*3 rf ’ * • • I . 

" Dejir Pam,—T hanks so much for sending my slippefs. 
That creature forgets evei^yfingt I am*a,wreck, and no 
rouge can hide the ravages i*a(Je*by fatigue in flying ajxiut 
getting H|!metta’s things. The •wedding, of course, is to 
be xiery quiet, but, i i^ant yqu tb come, and to stay with 
me until it is over. Will ^ou ? It is quite improper 
of me to want you, yoh knovf, I ought to ask Jifioruf’s 
Alice, but the child bites* her nbils a^d drives me mad, 
whereao you and I alwii^ agree. Yoy^^ bring ycur 
suite, ‘ PiWy and Cally,’, with you, and we’ll do some 
theatres incog, if you like. N4w doi’t rush off -jitd vijit 
some person in De^bjlphire tjiia time, pjease, or I’ll never 
speak to you again. My love to^yq^r Grandfather and tell 
him that I will take good care of you. • 

• “Yours afldfctionately, * 

» • . • V EuiA Wk^t." » 

• • ^ 

read this letter twice, and then opened the last, 

jvhicU was from Burke : , ^ , * • 

“ Pam,—M adqpe Ravaglia is de^, hn(^f write to 

you, as she asked to do. I htfve been a good deal 





with her Cf lkte*and yon wil]|be gM to hear that towards^ 
\h8 last'sQe <Jid«not suffer at ali. Last pight I was there 
^jjjen the prie5icami,aD(^ gavaher extreme unction. She 
seemed d|(i to itake communion,^nd tdld me'thatslje was 
not afrMl to, die*. I am feeling rather badk about it, 5or 
she was i gfod friend to m^ alid at my age onedoesn’t easily 
make friends. iTh^iTks'i’or your letter, l^m glad mytele- 
grajpv-elieved your .mind. Of cohfse I,shall never t»eyble 
you agaim and lyjhope with all my hear;!; that you hnay be 
happy. She did pot fell nw? who the man i», aad*I took 
it for gifted it must be Peel^ until i saw in a paper this 
,doming the alinouncemeni of the day of his marritge with 
, soi^iie one,else. Whoever h4 may be I hope you will be 
happ^, anS my telegram holds good. Tht salf» ol poor 
Mtdame Ravjglia’s things is,going onj and there will be a 
good deal of, mone/, all of which goes to <he Ciijrch, I 
•telieve. She lift her rings to you, did you knowj,? 

‘‘Good-byif then; you knew how I love you you 
would be* sdiTjf for* me. Remember, always,* thit if y6u* * 
eVer want me I will, come, no matter where I aw. You 
know my banj^ef’s address. ^ , 

,' * , * “ Charnley Burke.” 

The letter was badly written as well as awkwardly 
Acprtsfed, and as Bunke* as ^ hde, was voluble enough, 
she knew what his pervohsness meant. And Ravaglia was 
dead. It w£^ dpt a shock, but hjvas an added loneliness. 

A few minutes later, the grrl \yent out on to Ihe terrace,* 
^ere'ter Grandfather sat near the spbt where he had 
first received her,,.years ago., * , 

“ Grandfather,” sh^began abruptly, “ I want you to do 
something for ipe. < Not 4 jewel this time; worse; I mean 
hajde^ for you.” ‘ * * 

“ What is it, Pam ? ” ' , ' 

” The Duchess wants me to gb to the wadding, to 
stay with«her afterwards. Of course I can’t, and so I want 
you,to bfe ill, and need a change of air, and go away wtth ip#, 
iomewhe{4 tio far for me to go to town. WjJU 
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“Of course I will", my fjear. We’ll jo fo ]he serf,or; 
somewhere. To {Jbmwall', for instance.’’ * = » ’ 

“ You are very |6od to n!e, Crsindf^thej-.*^ • 

" I,want'\o be, Pam. '*So that’s settled. J’r»''|3i worse, 
in the night, •and’ to-morrow I’ll make iliims sAd'me to’ 
Cornwall.’’ ' * . * ^ 

Pam went clopjj\o him and laid one'hand'on his shoulder, 
her face was trnied towards 'the ferrace Mow, 
“ Just there it W3fi,’’ishe said'Slowly,’hep voice deepening, 
“ that I canve up the path, ycp^s ago,'' vith jxwr old Cally 
in my arras. 1 ren.tmljer t very well. You saW 'how 
do you do, my dear, I am very glad to see you.’ ’’ ' ^ 

“ Xes, and then, a moment later, you informed me that 
you were^at the ugly age,” he answered lightly, for ijome- 
thing in her voice niade him sad. 

" Ypu were very good to me. Grandfather, from the 
first,” sl^e went on, taking no notice of hVs interruption, 
“ and you hjive always been goo(>. I have Yever tried to 
-themk you, and I have not been very good to ^ou.” 

“ Tht/e is no need of thanks, my de;\r, and the only 
thing I l^ave against you is ‘hat you did not always stay 
with me. You have made rtiy, hie much pleasanter than 
it could ha.ve been wjthout you, l^m.” 

" ilave I, Grandfather ? ” . ’ 

“Yes.’’ 

" Then you will let rae stay always, won’t you ?” she 
asked, turning at last, and looking at him with moist eyes 
that suddenly reminded him that he hrd« never seen her 
cry. . " 

" Let you stay ? I will not let you go, Pam; Yi’tUher 
to the Duchess nor *0 any onj else.” 

“ No one else wants me,” she*Sai '’. with a smile. Then 
very quickly she stoopeS, kissed him, ^d was off lijce an 
arrow, spedoing down the path until she was lost tp view 
at a tutaing'hmong ^he trees. 

Lqrd Yeohtod’s eyes *were wet as she*^ disappeared. 

“ Damn that fellow,” he said aloud. 



•CHAPTER, VIJ 

f Y '' ' , ■ ^ 

Two days later toMcYe^afid, Pam, Piignmft jefiMns, me 
valet*fijd CaKban, were sett^d in art hotel on the Cornish 
•coast not far from Penzunce. It was a dehghtful spot, 
surround^fl by beautiful drives, and the air was full,of the 
musjc of the waves as they boomed on the grkt r« :ks below. 

‘‘‘An excellent place for^an invalid, Pam?” the old 
man asked ^solemnly while his servant settled Him m a 
€heltered corner of the garden the day after th^r arrival. 
‘‘ I declared ‘feel better already. You must write and tell 
your audt the good news*.” Pam nodded, k hbr ' 
rather winked oyer the back of Jenkins as that fi&ctionary 
tucked the ylaid carefully •about his master’s, legs, and 
rose, with a pleased glance At the wicked old gentleman’s 
beaming face. 

The old man had ^thoroughly entA^'d into the spirit of 
the httle comedy. In th,e njght following his talk with Pam 
t>n fhe terrace, he had had a myiterious seizure involving 
mumerouj perplexrngly'irrecoilcileable symptoms, and all 
flie next day ncy ones had developed. “ I can’t Explain,” 
he said irritably to the doctor, who was feelihg his pulse 
for tfiS' twentieth ttitie. ‘‘ It was a trenaendous flutter, and 
a sharp pain, aoi then I'think I fainted. Didn’t I faint, 
Jenkins ' 

" IJearly, MiLud. Tte brandy'just saved your Lordship 
from^^quite gomg off,” returned the faithful ^rvant, who 
had a turn for dramatic' narration, " His Lordskip’s lips 
was blu^ as'indigo, sir,” he added to the dfictor, 'is 
’ands life ice. 'Is Lordship ’ad ’orrible pain in ’is stummick 
to(jj afterwAds, and ek6tric shocks in 'is spinal c*dl. 

' Jrakim,’ Jjardship said to ipe, ‘ it’s ray sjflnfl cord, 
sure.’" ^ ^ 
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“Oh yes, spinal c«*rd very bad, Harril," '^hejold iri^ 
added, winking at^am, jJast Mrs. Mpse vipa stood wtu 
anxiously flutterin^’hanas by the, bed. > ^ ‘n 

Harris, wlio was a rather clever man, Aodder'lyithout 
speaking. Krtowing that I^ord Yeolana s’hearl, spinal 
cord, and temperature were ih as j[ood order as usual, he 
was not alarmed, "but chronic gout *niay' show itscif in 
ma5^yays,and he had ro reason for suspecting hispiitien'. 
of malingering. ^ ’ 

Com#^- being suggested 6y,,thc' ihvalid himself, the 
doctor agreed at oncf. ?|ea hr might do gout goQu .that 
nothing tlse did was certain, and as Cornwall seemed to be-' 
the remedy for which Lord Veoland yearned, to Cornwall 
he was sert. , , 

Mr. Maxse earnestly urged his father-in-law to take one 
of Jiis Jtiurses ^not Miss Peny) with him, but the old man 
rebelled at this idea, protesting that Jenkins understood’ 
him better than any strange wojtan cou^d’ ao Jenkins, 
'Vefy proud of his charge, and armed with diveft bottles 
against irt-enewal of his Lordship’s strange fittack, assumed 
his new honours. - ' , 

“ I wondjpr,” Lord Yeoland remarked thoughtfully, 
when the servant had left him aldhc with Pam “ whether 
Pilgrim is worried a^/tfutjme ?”- 
“ I think, between you and ijicJ' the girl returned, with 
a laugh, “ that Pilgrim jtrongly suspects you of btirig a 
fraud, G.F." / , " . 

“ I agfte with you. There is suspicion :r. her eye. And 
s cold fishy^eye it is, too. Pilgrim is excellent, Pam^ but 
she is not an irresistible woman.” ' - •’ « 

“PoorPUly! No,*he is not. Just look at that fuefeia, 
isn’t it exquisite ? I suppose all the ’^Us ring at fnidnight, 
and make the most lovely music 1" ,* ■ • 

"It’s a Ifeautiful place, Fam. Your friend Raraglia 
used todiave'h house mear here, by the way, poor wul! 

“IJidshe?‘Where?” * 

"I don’t know exactly, but in this nfeighLourhood 

Theij ttasja long pauje, and then Pam,said sjldenjy, 
"■§. F., tell me about jher, won’t youj* She told me once 



som^xxiy wjuld tell me Mr stc^y some day, and I'c 
Dke to h*eaf it«" < ' ' > 

story‘j (Pocr sqtil, ste had uozens,” answerer 
the old j:pD, picking a rose from the wall near him, and 
sniffing afit. t <' <■ ’ 

•“ But he^ real ont ? Everyone must have a real story.’* 
“Well, yes. Years ago, when she wa” hving-with hes 
tms^and, a httle snuffy awocalo'^n Si''ily, she did'JJaie' 
thing wrong. Then'she ran away from, her husband, and 
from the other m^n' too, cpd* went on the stage?' She had 
no infii!.?;ice, She was not p-'^tty, and for years no one 
(jfeard of her.' She has tk»ld me, and I believe Ker, tha 
during th<^ years her hfe was irreproachable. At last, 
suddply, ^she became famous. And when she'came tc 
London tfie first time, she met a man, a friend of mine 
They fell iiv love with each other. Trerilendotfe’y. J 
was like,” he went on thoughtfully, forgetful th''t he wa£ 
spiking tooi child ot' eighteen, " a race ; as if each ol 
tjiem wifehdd to love more than the other." Ee fohnd 
dut that there was ,nothing ^nown against her,’‘land—he 
was a man oj. higher rank ttan I—wanted to marry her 
Then she toM hinr. Told him of the old davs in Sicily 
You understand ?" He broke off, looking sharply at hk 
hearer who sat quite mo‘tionless, Ir.tdii’ng to him. *' 

" Yes, I understand.” 

‘ ‘“^U, he didn’t marry her, cf course. That was all 
•H’ml I^Sta sad .story. I, personally, always respectec 
her for telling "him.” * • * 

Pam dested one elbow on' her knee, and her'*chin in he? 
handj looked up at him. “ Whose was*^ the child ? ” sht 
asked. “ The little girl whe died it” 

" Oh, that was hi^ my friend’s. I didn’t know she 
had (hed.” . ' 

“ And the*n what happened afterwaJds, Grand 
'father?” ‘ ^ f 

“ H’m7 Vvell, you see, my fnend married later.* .^Had 
to have cn heir, of course, and then she, Ravaglia, wenf 
to piec&. It was a great |)ity.” »* 

“ Yea^- It w^ a great pity. Gfandfather, yorf wrote tc 
aslc her to—to go away from me ? Jhat time in Aix.” “n 
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Yes, my dear, I di^. riputation >as,’ wi Jh,perfti:t 
justice, outrageous? She ^vas very nke aikyk doing as i 
asked her." ; \) „ . , 

" Yes. She went away and I never '^aw' ’again 
until the othei-day in Paris.'' And now siVis’d^ad.'" 

“ God rest her he aflStd, after’a pause. 

Pam stared. “ That is what the ^Catholics say,'"! she 
cd'nMiinted. o n . ‘ 

" Yes, but it does noj hurt a hev-then tc- say it, 
too.” I Km 


It was a perfect mdmiug,,dnd the warm air, fi’lfcf th? 
sea-tang* was sweet with tlie scent of growing things. A* 
bee buzzed drowsily among the gilly-flowcrs : isbird sahg 
in an app’e-tree. 

For several minutes Lord Yeolagd and his grand- 
dawghtetf were both silent,* and then, witljcut changing 
her position the young girl spoke. ' 

“ G. F., I want to tell you abouf»Mr.^ Pc<;le.1^ ^ • 

.‘rif you wish to, my dear, bthcrwise, it is not at a^ 
necessary^’ , . 

“ 1 do,wish to. Because yc« thjhk you understand, but 
you don’t. ^You see it was'this way.* When I was at 
Torpington, he was ill—that is, pe^erworkcd, and nearly 
ill, and I used to gc^ ib tee him at his* house. It was silly, 
but it didn't seem so then, styn^ow. And he was very 
good to me, and we had'^u<jh goo^ <imcs together, ‘“fhen 
I went away, to Houlgate^’and mother wjs flot well all 
the sum'Aier, and I wrote to him (he had <*skAl ipc to, of 
•ourse),and'he never answered; and I was angry with him. 
Mother’s illness made me nearly for|ct all abourRimf 
though, and—you know about the wedding. Well," she 
paused, but did not movg, her dark efes full of thS sunlight 
as she looked steadily at the old map" whose lips^,were 


trembling with his sudden overwhelming realisation of her 
great y«ith,^ she told him her story, allln the p^t tense 
" W^that evening after ^the wedding I was mnefy, some¬ 
how, and I went for a swim to amuse myself. "Whtt^I camt 
upfroid the sea, there hewas, in’our grounds, as if he had 
fdleo*h^o« the sky. Apd we had supper togeth®./, and 1 
vm very happy, but I^didn't know wbyt R^y I didn't 
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G. BM wtiendt was time fjor him .'^o go, then I sud( 
'knew, ana so did he. He .kissed me. Once.” 

,jil^ain she pn\sed/c “ lie sa'd H was Arcada. Th 
the naofL fi ow villa, you knolv. Arid he ^aid t];fj 
could'nOT stay. f^That was tecause he*wa> engaged 
l«n’t kno;?yf whether I ev^ftold you, Granafather,” 
ventjon with a cbahge of tone that stWled him like 
Jeqipt change of key in a song,'“ that I don’t beliw 
uarriage,," ' ‘u " ' 

“ Yes, you onc% tiSld me.” ■> . . . c 

I had told him, tio. And Madame Rava, 
dfad once said to me something about the man I sho 
some day, love, and that he Would have a right to ra;^ ps 
as well as to my future. (That was what She r.^ant, ; 
poor dear, what you told mf, you know!) Well, in T 
pington he l^d teased me abcmt it, about r.iy ‘ hLn,’ ^ 
because I said it was a mistake to marry. And t^en, tt 
evening aftar'the weddhig, he talked about it again. A; 
when he kissed^me; then I*knew that we loved each btkt 
fte didn’t come the pext day, and I forgot all alS^ut Lac 
Henny. It seemed to" me ^that—well—I simply didn 
think of her at alk Brit whin I dined with them all tl 
next evening, then I Trimembered, and I de(^ed not t 
see him again.” v ’ , 

“ And he let you decide ? ” 

‘ “'Ho. He came the next day. I had written him : 
tletter sayicg goo(l-bye.* And he had one for me, als< 
sHying good-bJ^e^, We read them together,” she addec 
with a Ihugh, “ it must have been funny only w^ didn’* 
knov/ it.” •’ ” 

" And when you had aat^ the letters ? ”» 

There was still th^iglimmer of curious detached amuse¬ 
ment in her eyes as ehe went oi. “ We went down the 
hill ^d spent the day together. We were very sensible, 
G. F., we knew it-must be the last time, but wS waiiied just 
that one'da/. ’ 

“ Just.that one day. Oh Lord I” groaned the old man. 
“ YeS, and then suddenly, he asked me to marfy hjiii. 
Or ratha he^just said that I must. ^ And I said I woujdn’t." 
'* On Henoy 'Shjpklin’s accoimt*” 



. Pam rose. “ %’fcra^dikther, not aijo^eth^f 
not strong, you k?iy>v, aed he works to® har(y It’setwed to 
me that I eould ^ake caE 5 fcf hiih, aVicl hjipt^^ytTft ■ 
nqeded me—more than hemeeded Lad,»v money' 

and position > . J^ ^ j 

“ Pam, I am an old man, and 1 have s^en i goo<^ deal 
^e wSrld. Vhe devii lays no craftier snare than that 
‘thinking you can^elp.’ That has \yrec}ce(l more woiheii 
than—but go on, Iny’dear,' g 9 on, n^pJor child'. ’ 

“ The Vouhle’was that I 'yodid nm say I’d ma^ him.'. 
I—I do not believe in it, ^ou see.” ’ i , 

“ I see." Go on.” ’> 


“ And he insisted, and I refused, and then he fainted.” 

“ And''you yielded.” 

“ No. I didn’t, f kept op’refusing. Grandfather; but I 
said I'd go anywhere with him.” 

Standi.ig there in her cotton fjock, her h^nds clasped 
before her, "he reminded him irresistibly of the way shp 
*had stoq^ under the .trees the day she knocked Dick Maxse 
down ; the day he had realised that she had a soul. 

“ So you said you’d go—anywhere with N'm 1 ” 

“ Yes, Grandfather. I love him, you see. And he said 
no, ,and that was all., I came away leaving it undecided. 
Only I hated to huit hirh.” 

“ I know. Go on, Para.” • H'e spoke very gently,.ani 
Jenkins, catching a glimpsp of his face from, a window,, 
went ap-J opened a bottle of brandy. 

“ Well, Madame Ravaglia—1 told her about it, too; she 
seemed to think that I should of courre marry hinv"» And 
then I came to Monks’ Yeoland, and therp was the wedding, 
and after it he asked xKe again. And Grandfather, it docs 
seem awful to promise anlot of thinf^ yon may not be able 
to keep, 1% a church, and ij; seems to me’ the ve^ fact 
of having made the promises makes it impossible td keep ^ 
them, fiiit I jusf going to give in when hjAy Henrietta i 
cam#; "and then it seemed loo awful, and l^saic^no, and 
ifnt him away.” , „ . » 

" You were not logical, my dear.” o k 

” rknowit. I have always been so proftd 9 f my strong 
ml, Grandfather, ^ it always atemed to me that I 
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always ^ti^ve my owp^Wiiy, but( I think that j 
idfli’t care so'^uch''about my own way as I did—abou 

, r, , 7^ ' * ' 

“ And®^u forgot Henrietta ? ” „ ° » 

Yes, G^dfathpr; th^rct^/as no room fo. her. Bui 
henj I heW .her voice, I had to remember her; anc 
.remembered at the same time, hke a fla^, all the 
) ^ said fof him pn her ride, against me. That'‘she i 
le Duke's sisterso rich, and—and all th%t.——” 

“ when.you ^ht him io her, nie went.” 

Ves.'' He was very angry: h'e*did not speak to me a 
II ^t the ball, and he went away without saying good-bye 
[e might**’ she added with a quick quiv«r oj^het Up 
ha^e said good-bye to me t But he didn’t, and—tha 
I all.” ^ >' ", ■ , ^ 

The old mai. watched her for some minutes in sifencl. 
Her absolute unreseinie towards him was, he khew, tha 
f a very reGerved'nature'driven by circumstances an^»! 
tnging for sympathy to teU just once what nfe'^er coul( 
e repeated agjfin. , ' 

He knew tlfet wplnen who confide in many people neve 
eU the whole of their story, and that Pam Would neve 
eU her* 3 to any one e’se. 

There was something unspeakably touching to him 
owarjJ the closing of his lon§ life, +o see this young creatur 
ust starting out on her journey, with such a burden. 
c He hiihseilf, spotting back on" the women he ha 1 loved 
lould hardly remember which of two or three ha had carec 
or riv^t; he was exuberant, inconstant, Ught-hea^ed b^ 
lature, as weU a^ by careful cultiv^tipn, but he knew tha 
lis grand-daughter ijjas of different metal. The absurdit; 
)f one of her desolately faithful stamp objecting t 
natrttnony on* the^ground that it promised nr ore than i 
x)ul<f^ulfil, had rot escapied him. He and Chuimlev Burk 
lad laughed together over it long ago, but he had, n^uraUy 
sever t^ken V-er prejudice seriously. 

JVhefl’the bright man ,pame, he had thought, she woui 
:hange^her‘'mind quickly enough! And now^the^ngh 
mfm had ^Tie,*W8|S at the same time hopelessly thdVrqn; 
man, she’had noi changed her niird, but would hkV 



Muuujcu aer yiew-pouit, •apd—in a \*eek jlmes 
would be HenrietM Shanl^n’s husband. «* * • • 

“ You tkink ^did rigWrC. F! ? ■' theVrl i»^d, a*f KSt,< 
turning to Ijim.* . • . • 

" Right ?• Who knows ?) .^u did ^-our*^, dear, that 
much is.certainj’* the old man aj3sweted,iab3CTtly.. 



CHAPTER VIII 


VLate the next eveisk-^ Par', s^d good night tcThei glran 
fathert'a/M prepared to go to‘her room. She had be 
fading aloud ever since ‘diitner, lor the Londofi pc 
nrri^ed by4he afternoon train, and she was tired. , 
No ,more had been said about Peele, but she felt I'elievc 
by having told the whole stcry, and knew that she hj 
pleased the old man by doing so. 


' ‘'Now, as she said good-night, she asked him quif-tly, b 
hand in his, 'iVell, G. F!, dp you not think, after all, Jhi 
I ^id what was best tor him ? ” ' / * 

My dear, I will tell you what I think. I have nevf 


beeh a very good man; I a..i what women writers ca 
a cynical old'Vorldling; ^I -dcf not believe in ajiything i 
particular, and I can f£^ without quailing the great fac 
that selfishness rules‘the world. 6o H is more to ih 


point than if I were a payson, or a saintly old patriarch 
that 1 think you did v'bat was-moble and good. Anc 
what is niprf, I haven’t "a doupt that you will have you; 
re\^ard.” • J ^ 


“ Grandfather! You mearf th.et I’ll go to Heaven ? ” 
»•“ Phbpe you will,'’my dear, and indeed I fully expec 
that you will, but^I didn’t* niean ikit. * You did the bes 

thing you tould do, afil whatever ipay happen-” 

He stopped hastfiy, fiiiting his lip, but she only smiled 
absently. " Nothing can ^sJibly happen, shoft of Lady 
Henny at .the lasf minute running away witli sorr .2 one 
fee, as happeriS in books. And 1 am not ^ing to*fpde 
away likeeonoJbf Rhoda Broughton’s tubercular heroines. 
[ anu going to 'have a very ^d time, and dance, and fliif 
ike,madi.ql feel that the Yeoland.gift for that iirtjieth 
iormant in nlry youii^ breast), and wear fine clothes, anil 



* ride ; you wUL*tad me 4 very frivoiQi^.anfi txpeiijive 
young woman.’V • , ^ m, > 

“ Shall *I inc^d ? \¥lll, just as yoa lil^*^i tiei sa 
IhucTi betteaof fate that Item beginninif > 9 ^ake plans fdf* 
a visit to ffaris, and possipl^even fv a winter in Rome. 
We coi^ld tal^^n apartment, hncf^ott could try your 
tTjJiaflns on the Italians." , ^ 

“ Oh, G. F., I love tc*be in ]^ome \tfith wu! You 
are aijajigeJito Jhink of it,‘and i^illjj^jjerfect. Now good- « 
night. Aren’t my tero\^ paws funny wiRi thes^jmgs 
Rava^lia’s rings had come that aftemohn, and >he Ifcd 
put them all on. * ' » , 

“'I ih|Lll idways wear the ruby, G. F., don^ you think 
I might ? She always did.” , ' ’ . 

“ fforge-irthe man I told you oV, pvc ^it to her, my 
^ear. It is very valuable, but wear it if you like, as* a > 
souvemt.” , 

, •/‘“I ghalf always wear it.* Good*night,' Giandfathar* 

I am gli^l you are so well.” ^ ^ 

He laughed. “ Yes, nfy, dear, Cornwall seems to be*' 
doing me good.” * _ * ' » ' 

Pam sjf for hours by her "opoM window, turning the 
rin{,- on her finger aruj stuc^yin^', ii. her curious way, the ' 
situation. She hid definitely ^ven uj) Peele; she would 
never again see him;«, 'of these filings she was .certain. 
And she did not intend Jo mo'pe. jIn a |ew months,!’ 
she thfjught, ” the acl^ bf it will be i>qjtei;. People'do 
get oyer things, even if they.can’t forget them.’’ Her lip 
shook suddenly,' but she would not‘ullow herself c^{^. 
and, rising, went ^o ^er tatjje'iand wrcte a long letter to 
Evelyn. Then, her lips still set h^, she undressed and 
went to bed. Three ttours later ^je was .awakened by a 
loud knociiing at her door. , 

It ^Jenkins. “ ‘Is Ixirdship, Miss,€’s dying,—I thinte', 
’e’s ^one already,” stammered the maui Pim starot-M 
stupidly. ^ 

. No, no, Jenkins—I am comipg—you art mist4kenr-he 
is better.” . . . 0 . 

. B6t Lorcl Yeoland had gone. He 1^ died in his steep. 
When the doctor > had left and thtf landlord’s wife had 
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gone bttvt VO ner^room, Pan\ Jii4 the sepant sat by the 
,bea„ whereJ in'*ihe cheerful lamplight, ^e old man lay 
^rflffiag.t < c/ *c‘ ' 'r ., 1 


Staffing. 

‘« Twice fti^Ir^ttyjiched his hand gently, ^lar^ly beli^sdn^ 
tha^ she had not b^n dreamv]|'. But his haijii was chill 
as livhjg hailds, Ijclwe^'er cold, never are, • 

Pilgrim, whose lo^d crying had annoyeU her misjres^ 
h3d been sent to her ^oom ; ,and at last Jenkins fell sSleep 
, and PamVas alonA^, Alone tij rtalize'hef ^eaj lonejmess. 

^ Her father and'm'olhe?'h«^d sailed for^ Japan in the 
Ql^Ieilfs yacht< the letter hap coW that aftemoqn, and 
Lor^ Yeoland had said that be was glad, as it mStie Pam 
ftiore altog^er his. « ^ 

T^ey were gone, and now he too had gone. "She had 
not cried at ail. As pet, thdugh she repeated ov^r and 
, p^er that he ^'as dead, she could not quite believe iff B; 
required an ^art, and she knew that she would ndc realire 
it Miy for. days.' , *■ i * • ' * • ^ 

Vhey were to have gone to Rome ; they wereyo have ^ 
•been together. He, Of gll the'people in the world, had 
needed her, a,fid to nfede4 is to some naturei" dearer 
than being loved, by all,.kuf the one, • 

* Hours passed, and ^awn came iq at the Window; 
Jenkins awaking with a start,* put out the lamp and went 
toidrcsj. ' ^ 

, “ You must telegraph /o myjaunt, Jenkins,” Pam said 
quietly, “ hn^ to ydung Mr. Maxse.” c 

“ Yes, Miss, of course. I’H’ave some tea made for you, 
l^iM.«. Ah,'ere is Pilgrim.” ‘ t * * 

Tilgrim, gaunte^ than eyer^ after Jier tearful vigil, took 
the girl to^er room and dressed her. *' You mustn’t take 
cold, my poor lamb,i’s*^ said, and Bam, even in her misery, 
smiled ftt the uiiusuai tendem^. « 

«, Tow^ds noon Mjs. Maxse wired that she could not leave 
,iiipr husbald wto had taken a sudden turn fqr the ^orse. 
but that ^^^^t had started. Ratty, too, was comingt' 

T^e morning had beer^ one of brilMant sunshinei| bui; 
towards evening the wind rose, and it began to raiq, Pa&i 
wished vaguely that a great stonh would cofhe, bat It 
was only what the fendlord called ‘ rfiiqty weather.' At 



day tfie young giif sat in tHe room •tha dea<lFfna^ 

jjg , . . 

she' 



only stati^ to which he cc'uld come atTOafhour. 

Pam met hinj at the ddc#' o| h^ ^ndfither's rtom. 

" Oh, 8azzy,"»she said^ • * * i 

’ "^y dear, It has b»en dreadful for you„ all alone.’} • 

“I am alway» alene,"^he^sweft<L and the «4 he passed 
her Eild*sfc)od by the bed looiring'JoAm on the man wl^p* 
had been his mastlr^^d ■^hom he had fiever it the 1^1 
understood. *^ • ’ y'' ** 

W^n he^tumed Pam stood by him, Her hands behind 
her, flh^he way common to her and to the dpad ipan. 

“ He was better,” she said, " l^st night; was iff last 
nighW? Add we were making plans about* going to Paris 
and Rpme. He died in his sleep. The cfpctor says It ^its ' 
bis, heart.’’ ^ *’» • ?" , * 

‘ ” TByi that queer attack at home* was from his he^ I 

The doctor made too littlg of it, as J thought at the time.’} 
She% shook her head. No/ That was just a—joke, 
Cazzy. ye was not ill. *I iwanted* to gi away, for a 
cl^ange, «and so he pretended ^*be ill, just to—to make^ 
his leaving homg ihore natural.” ' 

Cazalet turned, surprise vsriUcn all over his honest face, 
“Ee pretended? I*don’t understand.” • 

" Qh, never mind abpht that. He wfs Jll„ thougji he • 
did not toow it. And now—oh, Gratrifidher /" 

Cowering her^face with her hands she stood for a moment 
without speaking, but there were no’tears in her eyS. • 
Christopher Cazalet wentBaflly to hiJ room, and sending 
for the landlord, madg the mangembnts for the,'- 

next day's journey. I , ’ • ^ 

His IdBd heart ached foi'the girl, so nearly a cfiild, who 
hadalooked at him wij^h suefi tragedy in her, eyes. W* 

■ w^ not aif unimaginative man, and thf pathos of 
life Jiad always touched him. Since that Jday^ ten ye^. 
^o, when she had opened tht? door of thq Villa tc»him, 
thaynitnlyy in her anns, he had really lovedjher., She 
Ji&d been, in his dull life, somethi^»of the sunshine that 





PAM 


“l&ie 8^ minster, and'nqjv, finding her alone with 
tbeUead nun, h®Veali%ed, as keenly as if'she had been 6f 
the v'act'of her utt^r loneliness, „ 

Mr. Mliksdtwa^^ worse ; he co\iId not li\£ long, anAhij 
wife was enCTfiSsea with him Evelyn had'jjnarried a 
mail Pam di© not lii;e,,an4 wSd, ^Cazalet knew, msapproved 
of her ‘intimacy with his wife; Sacheverel and Ms wife 
ware bitterly selfish, absolutely sufficient to each otjer 
Ratty’s wish to marr^ the girl tendered her living with 
b's mother impossibic«and*Mohk’s Yeoland-was fl&fid to 
hei; foruS’^'.r. ' ' 

'^iherS -was literally no plice in tE’e world whither Pam 
Veoknd could go, as one who belonged there. , . 

His pwn house was hers, but the old man knew*that he 
could not urge'her tOj,come ta him. She did not belong 
there, either, ^t last, tired of his own thoughts. Camlet 
i^eJnt back to the sitting-room, and found the girl talking 
in an, undert#^e to Ratty, who very solemn, his hapds 
in his pockets, was staring at her with bulging eyef^ * 

^ ‘*^1 want her ta go into the garden with me, Cazalet,” 
the young man begani abjnptl /, as the old man entered, 

“ there’s no one about, arjd 'the rain has stopped. It’s a 
beastly hole of an hotel; the Bellevue at Trelieme is 
much better, but at least this is emp^y, a^id no one will oe 
in the garden.” 

don’t want to goijnto the garden. Please don’t 
txJt^r, Ratty” i 

“but look at h^r, Cazalet, she looks horribly^^ill, and a 
mouthM of fresh air will do her good ! ’’ ' 

' 'PanOooking at him, realized how very fat her grand¬ 
father would have 'found him in that sait of clothes, and 
with difficulty she repKijS^S a smilej 
As Cazalet sab dowp ^^enkins came in bringing a lighted 
lamp, and the old man started as he caught sight of the 
^I’s face, , “ Good" gracious, Pam, you Jo look ill. Have 
you eaten anjrth'ing to-day ?” he exclaimed. ' ' o 

"Yes, I haf,-eaten, but I have a headache; it is pnly 
that,tCazzy.” ^ 

” 5ut—V I were 3 mu I really would go into the 'garden 
for a moment. Do go^my dear.” ^ • 



• The girl hesitate, but at'length rdi|e,»“ |Sill,’‘^'' 

she said, indilirfently. ** 111* go, bijt I’dirather eo aline, 
Ratty, if you ddfi’t min^’ , . • • • ^ A 

^ The yomg was** about to’pro^t Miert’Cazal^o 
made him S sign, and he let her leave^ne Yoom alone. » 
“ Do not troi|j)le her, Ml’.'T?aity,|^ ^e steward began, ; 
as the »door closed, “,she is very unhSppy; the’’ shock 4' 
aas |)een great.” a « ’ , 0 v 

‘‘I know. They'Were, awfully fohd of each Qther.” 

“ Yei.« ‘rtmd, she—is uttfirlywlon^.^ „ ** 

Ratty pulled at* hiS yAing moustache and’ hoddcd." 

“ Utt^^, Her fath^ef and mother —you know,^a 2 albt, 
and-^ suppose my grandfather left hef s*me money, 
howe^H” he added. , ^ 

Cazalet shook his head. No. Jle intended doing so ; 
ke teW me%o himself, but he put it off. #His will dates 
from ’d3.” \ ' 

“,I say^ That is rotten I f'rtiean l\^(i’*luck. She’ll 
- hhve t^go back to her fatfier and mother, won't ^e, 

unless-” « , 

” Shi will go to Monks’ Yebland for the present, I 
suppose,” .answered Cazalef, “ her father ahd mother are 
yachtingf she tells me; gonc^“to Japan. She has no^ 
aci^ress, and has jio'idea when thej^ will be back.” 

“ Of course she’ll conje tci. Monks’ Yeoland ; until Fred 
and Minnie Yeoland tura us ^wt.” There was* a long 
pause, while Cazalet stjted at the *tal:j]c-iloth in ^eefp • 
thought, and Ratty palled at his mou><*:he; 

Then tKe yoi^ng man*ros<? and took up his fiat^ " I’ll 
go and look after her,” he said, nervously. 



CHAPTER \X 

. « ^ , 

The rain'had entiiiJ^ ceafsd.’and the moofl sholte fldntly 
ffrom J^lwnd v^nd-blown clouds.* P^, Caliban in her 
arfns.'-vi^lked up and dovin the fravel path, ]m skirts 
trailing iisjjee^ed. To-morrdw they would tak^rhim 
back home,,and they would bury him in the old vaiA in the 
churcfi he hadso rarejy visited, and Fred Yeoland, whom 
she had never seen, womd bear hw name, and Frt:d Yedltnd’c 
wife, whom heif grandfather had once told her w£^ a cat, 
£Hdvwho had ken unkbd to her, would be^mistresj of 
the old hoW, and ‘their cliildren run about the,j^oun!ls*< 
ana have tea in tfie sciiool-room* 

The Maxses would,go'away; Dick was going*to die,' 
too, however ^ Ratty would ^ back to Oxford and funk 
his examinations and giuly fatter than ever. Bvy wo^ld 
'have a house in London; Mr and Mts.^Sacheverel would 
be very kind to Pam Yeqjaiv^, but they would be rather 
soh 7 *t< have her com^ back, ,antl, any way, they were 
going to J,ap?n j Madame Raviglia was dead; Cl^ley 
Bufke was going^hack to Australia; if he had not already 
gone. Evbry one was provided for. Evejy one but*Para, * 
cad Plf^m, and Cahban. 

Suddenly the ncoon, wffich had*for a moment been 
hiding behind a cloui ,^none ou^ shedding its lovely 
light oj Ratty as he,cj[me down the path. 

“ I Mpah you would not cbme. Ratty,” P|!h said, a 
Wtle pettishly. * ", * o 

^‘“Now, don’t\vou be nasty, young woman.* Look h^reT' 
Pam,” hkwenbon, joining her as she turned, and w^ng 
by kr, ha4 just been •talking about you with Caialet.*'* 

“Have (you?” 

* Ye%’ / I bgte that monkey I ” 



' She laughed a Mile. *' T^at, all tQj^igi ll 

impolite, Rattjf! ”,** ,•»*. • 

" Weli^ I do.^ut neyfir miad 41!at.' Cazal|t ^«y&«(nd 
Jhat your fathej and mot^r are away ya^tiilg sdfliewher^ 
and tihat j^u don’t know when they M 
“ Yes. Mr. a<id Mrs. ShtftevQrel Jsi* Roinf to JapSn,” 
she an*wered^with a queer little srnHe. * ’ 

“5?’m/ And^of oourse, jou know th^ Fred Y^lasd 
will take possession at once. I w#ed him thi% morning, 
andtif^ffl ofcouije comedo 4he iJiwral.” , 

" V^l—naturally*^u \(1J11 ^o back w^ us 9 ^, ®d 
sta 5 ^|mtil—^iter the funeral. Minnie YeolMd i» I daughtar 
of Lor^l»Vemey of Dalgeston.” His pause wag Significant. 

“ I see. You mean that ^he daughter of»Lx)rd Vcmty of 
Dalgfcton Ml not care ft» acknowledge ^ eousinship with 
me. iknow that already. Go on.” , * * 

^ ^ Rat^ hgoke off a spray of Jilchsia^an^ then* fiee 

^ of rai^rops. * 2 

" And—how are you regarding money ?” he asked, slowly^ 
She^umed. “ Make yo|r mjjid oasy on that score, my 
good he-«ozen (as Pepys says)^ my ^andfkthcr has left 
n^ som# money.” • * 1 

“ You are wivni ;• he Ifesn’t ftiade a will since '83 I 
Cazalet told me so. Hg mnan* to provide lor you, and— 
he put it off until tod l^e. 1 '^*' don’t—don’t uke 

that,^am, I—I’m sorry*I told you «o gbmpUy. 1 ^idy 
wanted ^ou to know* that after all w^ul^’t do so 
badly by—marjying meii.” *His voi^e shook with^nmis- 
takable feeling as he spoke, but Pam did not answer.*^ 
Caliban, who hftd*been isleep, awc^e, and turning his 
face, wizened and wei^ in the ^mAlight, to hfirs, she said > 
gently, " Cally, we shall have to^njove on. Lik^ Jo in 
‘ Bleak Hguse ’ you and I afld ^illy must move on 4 
—“^’am, will yoh list^ to me ? ” RaHy lajd his ha^* 
0 % hers and arrested her, as she started xo leave hiih. * 1 
^ ‘‘^’am—you know I love yoji. I’m a bnW tcw^iave told < 

* hou that, but you alwa)^ laugR at me, anq^—we d ikSt be 
httwre’d not starve, and you'd not«be ^on^.^ 1,11 be 
eas good as I can ^wyou, and try tojiease you." 




sible amusement'^P^es- 
sMe died “S, “ * are too ?uimy » 

..S;, ™ i>^^"'.A™n-->n powder. 1 " ' 


“WelJ,< I must sw>u,are,pmtty“fue'er, yejmglito a 
arfdfather de.'i in theJiouse," he returned 

nnrAocirt« j_t ' wv»**iivu 


'" '““•““IK.'' he returned 

KSvp '■weed 

V ! oughtn’t to have laughed but I rr^ IrTh't 

^‘^■WeirXf' laughed, too,’Ratty.’'“’ 

bVt IW ZZ ril rr- ■ ^ Hte, 

frowning ^ W." V rep^a^tedl 

x/n't Ilat^y, fct T cannot marry you. LtharJc 

^ Raff^ y®*^ '"^an to be kind”' •■ 

R^ty drew himself up Jo his full height. 

shall to avoidllj'yulT toZta? ’ A”?''’’ ' 

,1i|l|spS5EL‘ 

\ have no sense, fliot a hit ' 

T ^ ViUa ? ” t ■ 

'''^^^shoul^wegothere?” ^ 

"’^y we* '^ 


Pilly, how would 



BA^ 


my 


4 , IttUe rfloney to^'^y wh|t mother se^<f ot^mei ^ 
grandmother’s. lyight go to AgiericVyou'knBW.’’* 

“ And i^ple ($n’t ne^mon»y iB,Antl^a. I t)ilpp*st?T j 
“Don’?be sj^castic, Piyy. Sit do^™^ere*al^I,listen.’^ 
“ You’U^ke your death d cold on thif l;ipnch; come 
on in, it is“ate.’’« «> 

• “ Just a msinent. You see, I can’t go back to Monks’ 

Yfiojjind. Poor Eattjiiis ang^ with Ihe, and if I’m dhefc, 
he won’t come, amd Aunt.Rosamund'^Ul need hi*. Then 
Lady*’T?b!knd'woijld be ier^ angr^ if, 1 came^to th», 
funeral.’’ ^ ^ v 

“ vtky do you say tnose‘,thTngs ? Sheyrffnyllke you 
nowwou’re^a grown up young lady!” PowfPilgrta’^ 
tone wto very wistful, and Pam took her hand^in^ly. 

" “No, poor old* Pilly. I shan’t,go at'all now. *We- 
wonH*go to*’the funeral, ihy being grown-yif doesn’t make 
any di^erence. Mrs.—I mean Lady—YeoJand refused to 
meet me opce, when she was^v'^ii^ at B{ttl^mbc,^nd 
^'idon’f^are to meet her. My G. r. won't mind; h^ll 
TIHderstand. Pilly, you ge and paok, and we’ll run awayr 

again.’ti 1 . * *,« % 

Pilly w^s crying now; cr 3 rin£ helplessly^and without 
bitterness at being once more thijs'cast into outer darkness. 

Pam was very, grille with he? but quite firm, and 
hardly an hour later, wben.*he#good woman had gqne.to 
pack, preparatory to Aeij last fitting ^rom the Iftnd old 
man who was dead, the .young girl, fearUil test Ratty, dr 
Cazalet rnight come tb look for her, o.ut of the 

• garden, and wei]l down the ifeth to t^ic edge of the 

The wind had died down, and the great waves WokF 
more gently than dtirfhg theMay, but vWth a sort of sullen 
dignity. Overhead, tjje moon shone in a perfectly 

clear sky. 1 \ 

Pam’s ^ad ached, and She.was verv tired. M was a, 
relie^to her that fnigripi was prepared, ^d that befoiw 
"’monring theV would be again under weigh. She wSurd 
wtit^ to her aunt, of course, ^d she woul]fleat/ a note 

Ciixslct. * * 

TVri^sl* would go to America, or back tath# Villa* 

/ '< I might go on Ihe stage, too,*’ told hemelll J* My 



voi^ IS fcooj, could act' If I were vpot so hideous! 




^ t5r ^^k^ute^^e rose from luo rock on whidb she,ha< 
*6een^sitting, and'^st^od looking at the sea. * 

th< 
he nex 



i^dn’t 


thi*g 


am shre. I am'-a privrdeer, as Atf said—bqt I mli not^i 
derelict!'^ 4- 

<■ Full,uf,^ary courage she tumec. toWards the hotel, and 
at^thfe gafuv-' gate met Janes Peele,'as she had get him 
t^ial; nighC n A..cadia. 

“ Pamj'dhe Duchess sent me—your grandfath§iwired 
her itcf come, gnd she couldn’t—we didn’t even toow he 

was ill-” 0 ' . 

I You," she 4.aid faintly, leaning against the gate. 

“Jfes. Yesterday, n<}, the day before, he wirecf her to 
come, on ioiy impoitant business, and she cohld aot^tt^ 
a\ray, so she sent me ; I swear I tried to get out of it, aod^ 
^couldn’t.” * * r 


“ And couldn’t.” , Aftei a pause, she went on, I see 
now what he meant.” - ' „ 

“ What he meant ? ’1 , , • 

” Yes, I told him about^our ‘ pitiable folly,’ in Arcadia. 
Add he- said that I w^ rigift, arid might be rewarded. 
He was going to telj the "Duchess 1 ” 

Peele started.,, Was he ? You think that wa2 why 
he telegraphed ? ” u , ' • 

r,r,“ I‘imow it. He »vas going to fight fOr me, my dear / 
old man 1 ” o « * / 

Her lips- shook suddenly, and she bent over Caliban, ; 
hiding her face.. .. h ' 

“ Paijj—for God’s saxe don’i cry,” ’ ; 

” No, I’ll not cry. Well, I’m gl^ he ,did it, Mr do% you 


hlartw;4 


«ll-forgive me,’-won’t you ? ” 

“ Forgive 5 ^u I" 

“lYes.^* Hf took her hand and held it to his 
he couldLhefr t^ie throbbing undq' the rough ^^nust^t. 
‘ It'is you who musj foigive me, dear.” 

" Then we both fotgive each other,'aud our consciences 



* sow. Mr. (Ajjjet, 
cousin—^ ^ se€|tlfm^ • 
►w." * ** • %• I* * •* 

. . ... T 1 'f._.n' 


kre at peace, ^must g* hasow 

has come, andcousin' ,, 

“Yes.ko-Ltion’t kiAw.” * • %•> 

“ Then-^ood-night. And believe ftiitl hope«you wffl 

be very bH)py.”. # _ ,/* 

" W^^out jroO. Yes; that ft v^ 4ikely. Tell me, 

wha4 your plans , j I 

She told him,,ln ja luddenhiervm^ flow'of words f told 
him 4hat yrs.,Fred Yeolkd’s ufeseiici at the fuReral, and 
Ratty’s, ensured hfr civn Absence; that her 
mothar were gone,*tt»t she ^ould not 
that s^e was very poor. Tihen she added^“^jCl sofU^ 
ariSNcaUbto and I are ‘off to Philadelp^ in the 
morning!’ I am^ going somewhere, and Jjegin life^ver^ 

^ ^^mew^ere! Where ? • * * 

Panf shook her head wearilyi, Plcaic^on t b(itbcr 
. •rild’; idoift know where, and it doesn’t mait^ yet. 

Kfire jusfgoing away.” , * k;/ 

Peek’s face was very ^tc, end for a moment he bit 

hi. Ii>fierccly. Then, “ Ani-^lislo.," 
here, hiihand on her shoulder, he burned on, il it u M 
v9a say, if you are utterly aTon#, and have no place to 
go-by God, Patn, you must ^ome with me. Come ^ 
South Africa with me* ‘you lov^ me, and I lovo yo\f,^ 

"°Sh>^cl^d her eyei for a moment, 1^4 a beauCful 

iff could. But-J^ 

Henny,-” • * .„!,r * 

‘ I von will ? • • 



■ can^o.” 

. time they stood tPgether wit^ut*!]^ 

Ind than jaLg her h^, the girl 

GiinSfather knew., He-llwJy«i under 

*8tood.’' 



’ ^ < a 

“ i^P ap?«ot^Bi^case, I anKSUis, he ^tjpuld not have 
olaj^ied \» Jdeaj^V I ^ean, if you were, not his grand- 
sSaugWrrfJ.^ 0 •* ' ,(ra i, ^ 

* “ He would oqt »feme us as it? is, Jim. Of Q 5 >urse,” she* 
add^, restiiK her^cljeek agai \st his arm and k Jdng sea¬ 
ward, ‘^he would raider hhve had us marry, ^t-” 

There was a long pause, during which the rhytfinRcal, 
htSh^ breaking of t^ waves against toe rocks seemed 
to beat bifck the mcrur ting, thoughts in the man ’5 i^in^. 
t* “ Yov—you will hot re^et^t l 2 ^ter,^Pam ? ” he asked, 
ak^&stv is yet time, yougknaw.<. If you were not so 

uttejly altoe—lUjit—I love you” ” , 

* “ And 'love you. What a wondertol Vrord ft I 
It ipchides feverything. I am glad that I have nothing 
else in the world, for; as it is, you give me every^jng.^ 
Even the moonlight and the sound of the ocean seems to 
com^ from yop.” ^. 
lie drew^het clOsepto hiiit, but could not speak, u 
After a moment she went on, dreamily, “ Jim—if onjy. 
it would not so hurt her. She is so good, she h^ not 
deserved—th^s. 'But how*it is .too late; I cannot gfre you 
up. I have wen so lonel).” ^ 

She smiled up at hipi through the first tears he had 
ever seen in her eyes, and her lips shook in a tremu¬ 
lous smjle. ' ■ • 

," I was so afraid yoil kould want me to—marry pu, 
leatl” , 

Peele frewned, his eyes sudflenly hard in the moonlight. 

‘ A to'in leaves at six^’ he said, drawing av.ay from her. 

It annoyed him even in his angpy embarrassment to 
lave Calit^’s misty ,eyes,, staring at fem as well as the 
[irl’s. “I mean, my dear child,oyou have refused a 
iozen times to "marfyi^me, y 9 U do not believe in mar- 
iage. Make that irute st®p staring at me, can’i youj —I 
Cigap that'T eaxmot with decency breaJc my ..engagemeHt 
ivith the Puke of Wight's sister at the eleventh hour, bji 
:hat I love you, and yoi; love me, and that is—as' yoy 
lave no family ties, I ask you to trust yourself tOpm^ to 
jive*yo^mfe<intb my keeping, and I swear befSre GM,’’ 
ae wept on eagerly, Wi voice vibrating, “ that you are andf 



always will be^e onljiW(VBan I have Aw lo 
I will make yoi^as happy as ever 
Whence paused, ouiaof bi^atfr, and bi|ii 
icorftrol hi% agitation, there was a loHy^Mise. 

At tbe«(nd of the paus^«Pajaa«la^gl}i^. * /• 

" You have rfade,” she'said, a Jlriaus mistal^ !" 

" J Rave nRde no m!stake. You l^ve told me ovy ^d 
ov«r again that ^ou ^ neVter ma^y; if you are afraid, 

now tljat the time lias (dbn*e t^tesV wur courajfe-" 

SA stopped him»witji a gesture. ^What do^^ knova 
abouU courage ? You.whu are trying td r/'.'Mtinsfkh 
the hSre and the hounds i I meant thi^ loytfg y<iu, 
we be jwoud to come to you, before all tny world, to 
^ youf wife in everything but the name„y6u to*b« my 
“ sband in everytliing but fhe nami. I knjw that I could 
h. Trhio mends, that no one would know me, that* i 
should*be an outcast, like my either, bulij^ thoughi, our 
, li^» sh 4 juld«be like that of my fatheisAnfl rfotJler's. i^d 
^that seemed to me not only beautiful, but good. * 
You have offered me'a life of sliamd; of wieaking an<f 
hidin^of taking behind icr back,* (he lo'.tp you would, 
knowing H to be false, havc*swpm in a church to give 
tofcHennetta Shankljn, Soyoifse^—our ideas differ.” * 
” You are an absurd child,” fie returned angrily. 

“ Yes, I am an absiyd clifld 1 I have been very fiditu- 
lous and very wrong; alnd noV I toow. I know that 
peopb must marry so.tKat their daugljtefs ^ bear their 
father’s i^ime, and—not be hurt like this.” • 

HA voice broke, and 3he bent hef'head to the dark,fa«»v 
of the drowsy monk^. . , 

Peele took her liand in tis.. “ f am, will 310U forgive 
me ? I—I beg your 4 »rdon. You were, a fool, perhaps, 
but I vfffi a scoundrel, and I ^ ^liamed. I break 
my engagtroent and then I tnll come and ask you tof 
me.”, * * » * »,' 

look^ Up, and saw that his eye^ jwe^ full of 

. ** N<^|” she said gently, " I forgive ]pu, an^ I thank 
.111^ but 4 will not luGny you.” 

" Then you do foiigive me.” 
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“ that, forj do. Bot^ cannot marr 




bye ^wr;i must ^ In, 
ruin'” he 


yoye.'., 

toght&c.^ , 

P^e‘other the 


or.jpilgrim wHl b 
wen^ oi^hurriefily^ 


“ yott were ^n ttje^jfl’at cl. ^saying you Wouid marrj’ 
me.” * “ * 


me. 
cX^. 

then She came, 
fjolish. 1 muit goj^no^?.** 


Because I.thought you ireally needed nlb,^ci 
Oh, (T know I haVe bfeen illogical «uc 




O **f 




^ Sfee gaV^Jilm-Jier hand for a moment, and then With a 
little smil^^, turned away, and went quickly back thwu^h 
the gatden.' , * 

Seven hoursi later h^ stood 6 n the platform pt the little 
station with hefi while Pilgrim, grimmer of aspect^an 
evei^: bought .the tickets/o. • 

I could not gb tc Monks’ Yeoland,” the gul exylainflti, 
patiently, " even for the funeral; Ratty is very ar^iyjiay^ 
me, and Mrs. Yeoland would bf, ^ery angry, too, if I came. 
And as I anv going, away, it ‘doesn’t matter wha?f other 
people think. My Grandfather would have unddrjtood, or 
does imderstand.” '* 

" Pam, you love me. pow can you do this ? ” 

*' It b the only thing I can dd. r And in a little while, 
you will see that anytning else would hulled have been 
‘ pitiable folly I *%> fWhat would j^ou be, socially or ^liti- 
cj^y, If you jilted the Duke, of Wight’s sbter dour days 
^•jfor. the wedding ?It would ruin you.*'' * 

“ Then you are ©)ing awayj>ut of puje philanthropy ? ” 
he asked ^th a 8 neer.s • 

" No; partly, fov your sake, 'parlSy for her sake, and— 
a goodljetd for my owit sake.”-- o 

“ I don’t understand that.” ^ ^ 

‘^-“I dkt»ay ydu don’t Bpt you see, I am a pggtn 
philosciBt^ Fwaht to “be^M ^p py as I can. I ^o^d 

*^*ifer TOu lo^ me I ” . ^ f j 

Tbe ftnn was i^iiWi gilding the slmbby front oP^ Httie 
statiqu, and sparkli^' on the dewy ^is beytntd. * 



.p^ 




An aiisb(ffn4)or^ towards (ihdn, pa^i’J Zrunk 

his shonMi^ fQllowe<i by Pilgrm. " i 

$umed <and loo>s^ at ’Petele. lc)vi lyoo, 
quie%, *%’9 a mi^iortune, anctojto’^ be limped* b^ 
It eadsts^i Now, here comg^ thg train.’* ' « ^ 

'"Ican'tlet^ugo.” " ’ '“‘p ^ > 

't.Oh yeSi'^ou can J Pilly, take my bag, will you ? I 
must wrap C^ban up In my cape, he Is rhivering. ,Gobd- 


/ '*1 shall write to 


;mur.<ali&er,’* fte (aid, erasing ijf 
hand In his. ’ - o ' ■''* j 

“ So shall 11 The dears, hW glad I sbrli be to see them 
ag^a 1 And give my love to the Duchess ai d to Lady 
Henrietta, and tell her that I hope with all my heart that 
she will be happy.” ' " 

tvie train had stopped, and the guard had opened , 
doorStff a first-class empty carriage. 

PilCrim- climbed up, with,,an unronsdoiA display^ of a 
• lath-ULe leg, and took the bags from the porter. ?, 

” ,Good-bye, again, th^n,” Papi said, dor Peele cotild not 
speaL, " and God bless y m.” ’ , V 

As the door closed, she opened the winabw, and stood 
oy it, looking at him until the traip had gone, the monke3i*j 
face pressed close to her ofra. 


TBK END 


f lh m ty HahIiw 

u»<t»*»riwitng> 







